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PREFACE. 


HES E ſatires have been favoura- 
” bly received at home, and abroad. 
BA I am not conſcious of the leaſt 

mialevolence to any particular perſon 
— tthro' all the characters; tho ſome 
perſons may be ſo ſelfiſn, as to engroſs a general 
application to themſelves. A writer in polite 
letters ſhould be content with reputation, the 
private amuſement he finds in his compoſitions, 
the good influence they have on his ſeverer 
ſtudies, that admiſſion they give him to his ſupe- 
riors, and the poſſible good effect they may have 
on the publick ; or elſe he ſhould join to his po- 
lireneſs ſome more lucrative qualification. 

Bor it is poſſible that ſatire may not do 
much good. Men may riſe in their affections 
to their follies, as they do to their friends, when 
they are abus'd by others. It is much to be fear d 


4 chat miſconduR will never be chaced out of the 


world by ſatire; all therefore that is to de ſaid 
jor it, is, that miſconduR will certainly be never 
chaſed 
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chaced out of the world by ſatire, if no fatires 
are written. Which is applicable, likewiſe, to 


graver compoſitions. Erhicks Heathen and 
Chriſtian, and the Scriptures themſelves are, in 


a great meaſure, a Satire on the weakneſs, and 
iniquity of men; and ſome part of that ſacred 
ſatire 1s in verſe, too. Nay, in the firſt ages, 
philoſophy and poetry were the ſame thing 
wiſdom wore no other dreſs. So that, I hope, 
theſe ſatires will be the more eaſily pardon'd that 
misfortune by the ſevere. If they hike not the 
faſhion, ler them take them by the weight ; for 
ſome weight they have, or the author has fail'd 
of his aim. Nay, Hiſtorians themſelves ma 
be conſider'd as ſatiriſts, and ſatiriſts moſt ſe- 
vere; ſince ſuch are moſt human actions, that 
to relate, 15 to expoſe them. 

No man can converſe much in the world, 
but, at what he meets with, he muſt either be 
infenſible, or grieve, or be angry, or ſmile. 
Some paſſion (if we are not impaſſive) muſt 


be mov'd ; for the general conduct of mankind 


is, by no means, a thing indifferent, to a reaſon- 
able and virtuous man. Now to ſmile at it, 


and turn it into ridicule, I think moſt eligible; 


as it hurts our ſelves leaſt, and gives vice and 
folly the greateſt offence ; And that for this 
reaſon ; becauſe what men aim at by them, is, 
gencra'ly, publick opinion, and eſteem. Which 
truth is the ſubject of the following ſatires; 
and joins them together, as ſeveral branches from 


the 
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the ſame root. An unity of deſign, 


which 
has not (I think) in a ſet of ſatires been at- 
tempted before. | 

LAUGHING at the miſconduct of the 


world, will, ina great meaſure, eaſe us of any 
more diſagreeable paſſion about it. One paſſion 
is more effectually driven out by another, chan 
by reaſon; whatever ſome may teach. For to 
reaſon we owe our paſſions; had we not reaſon, 
we ſhould not be offended at what we find amiſs, 
And thecarſe ſeems not to be the natural cure of 
any effect. 
MoREOVER, langbing ſatire bids the 
faireſt for ſucceſs. The world is too proud to 
be fond of a ſerious tutor: ow when an au- 
thor is in a paſſion, the laugh, generally, as in 
. — Nos. 8 This kind of 
ſatire only has any delicacy in it. Of this de» 
hcacy Hlerace is the beſt maſter : He appears in 
humour while he cenſures; and therefore 
is cenſure has the more weight, as ſuppoſed to 
proceed from judgment, not from paſſion. 
Juvenal is ever in a paſſion; he has little valua- 
ble but his eloquence, and morality : The laſt 


; of which I have had in my eye, bur rather for 


emulation. than imitation, thro* my whole work. 
Bur tho' I, comparatively, condemn Ju- 
venal, in part of the ſixth ſatire (where the 
occaſion moſt requir'd it) I endeavour'd to 
touch on his manner; but was forced to quit it 
toon, as diſagreeable to the writer, and reader 
too. 


PREFACE. 


too. Boileau hasjoin'd both the Roman fatiriſts 
with great ſucceſs; but has too much of Juve- 
nal in his very ſerious ſatire on women, which 
mould have been the gayeſt of all. An excel - 
lent critick of our own commends Boileaw's 
cloſeneſs, or, as he calls it, preſſueſi, N : 
Whereas it appears to me, that repetition is hi 
fault; if any fault ſhould be imputed to him. 
THERE are ſome proſe-ſatiriſts of the 
greateſt delicacy and wit; the laſt of which can 
never, or ſhould never ſucceed, without the 
former. An author, without it, betrays too 
ta contempt for mankind, and opinion of 
imſelf; which are bad ad vocates for reputation, 
and ſucceſs. What a difference is there between 
the merit, if not the wit of Cervantes, and Ra- 
belais ? The laſt has a particular art of throwing 
FF 4 deal of genius, and learning into 
ick, and jeſt ; butthe genius, and the ſcholar 
is all you can admire; you want the Gentle- 
man to converſe with, in him. He is like a 
criminal who receives his life for ſome ſervices; 
you commend, but you pardon, too. Inde- 
cency offends our pride, as men, and our unaf- 
fected taſte, as judges of compoſition. Na- 
ture has wiſely form'd us with an averſion toit ; 
And he that ſucceeds in ſpight of it, is, & aliena 
venia, quam ſua providentia Tutior. | 
Sven wits, like falſe oracles of old, (which 
were wits and cheats,) ſhould ſet up for repu- 


* Val. Max. 


ration 
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| air; his prodigality ; his neglect of things ſeri- 
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tation among the weak. ; in ſome Beotia, which 
was the land of oracles; for the wiſe will hold 
them in contempt. Some wats too, like ora- 
cles, deal in ambiguities; but not with equal 
ſucceſs ; for tho ambiguities are the firſ# excel- 
lence of an impoſtor, they are the laſt of a wit. 

Som es ſatyrical wits, and humoriſts, like 
their Father Lucian, laugh at every thing indiſ- 
criminately ; which betrays ſuch a poverty of 
wit, as cannot afford to part with any thing ; 
and ſuch a want of virtue, as to poſtpone it to a 
jeſt. Such writers encourage vice and folly, 
which they pretend to combat, by ſetting them 
on an equal foot with better things: And while 
they labour to bring every thing into contempt, 
how can they expect their own parts ſhould eſ- 
cape ? Some French writers, particularly, are 
guilty of this, in matters of the laſt conſe- 
quence, and ſome of our own. They that 
are for leſſening the true dignity of mankind, 
are not ſure of being ſucceſsful, but with re- 
gard to one individual in it. It is this conduct 
that juſtly makes a wit a term of reproach. 

W n1cn puts me in mind of Plato's fable 
of the birth of Love; one of the prettieſt fables 
of all antiquity ; which will hold likewiſe with 
regard to modern poetry. Love, ſays he, is the ſon 
the Goddeſs Poverty, and the God Kiches ; he 
has from his father, his daring genius, his ele- 
vation of thought, his building caſtles in the 


ous 
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ous and uſeful; his vain opinion of his own 
merit, and his affectation of preference, and dif- 
tinction. From his mother, he mhents his in- 
digence, which makes him a conſtant beggar of 
favours; that importunity, with which he 
begs ; his flattery ; his fervility ; his fear of be- 
ing deſpis'd, which is inſeparable from him. 
This addition may be made, (viz.) That poetry, 
like love, is a little ſubject to blindneſs, which 
makes her miſtake her way to preferments, and 
honours; that, ſhe has her fatyrical quiver; 
and laſtly, that ſhe retains a dutiful admiration 
for her father's family ; but divides her favours, 
and generally lives with her mother's relations. 

OWEVER, this 1s not xeceſſity but choice; 
were wiſdom her governeſs, ſhe might have 
much more of the father, than the mother; ef- 
pectally in ſuch an age as this, which fhows 2 
due paſſion for her charms. 
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SATIRE I. 


To His Gxacz the 


Duke of DORSET. 


J yerſe is ſatire; Don sz r, lend Your 
ear, 

And patronize a muſe You cannot fear, 

- 4 To poets ſacred is a DoxstT's name, 


Their wanted paſlport thro” the gates 
of fame; 
It bribes the partial reader into praiſe, 
And throws a glory round the ſhelter'd lays, 
The dazzled judgment fewer faults can ſee, 
And gives applauſe to Be, or to me. 
But You decline the miſtreſs we purtue 
Others are fond of fame, but fume of You. 
A 2 | Ix- 
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InsTRUCTIVE fatire, true to virtue's cauſe! 
Thou ſhining ſupplement of public laws! 
When flatter d crimes of a licentious age 
Reproach our filence, and demand our rage; 


When purchas'd ſollies trom each diſtant land, 
Like arts, improve in Britain's skilful hand 


{ 
When the law ſhews her teeth, but dares not bite, * 
And ſouth-ſea treaſures are not brought to light; ] 
When churchmen (ſcripture for the claſſics quit, ? 
Polite apoſtates from God's grace to wit ; 
When men grow great from their revenue ſpent, 
And fly from bailifts into parliament ; 
When dying ſinners, to blot out their ſcore, 
Bequeath the church the leayings of a whore; 
To chafe our ſpleen when themes like theſe increaſe, 


Shall panegyrick reign, and cenſure ceaſe ? 


SHALL poely, like law, turn wrong to right, 
And dedications waſh an Zthiop white, 
Set up each ſenſeleſs wretch for nature's boaſt, 
On whom praiſe ſhines, as trophies on a poſt ? R 
Shall funeral eloquence her colours ſpread, : T 


And ſcatter roſes on the wealthy dead ? T 
Shall 


t. I. 


ſe!” 
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Shall authors ſmile on ſuch illuſtrious days, 
| And ſatirize with nothing but their praiſe ? 


Wu x ſlumbers Pope, who leads the tuneful train, 


| Nor hears that virtue, which he loves, complain ? 
Donne, Dorſet, Dryden, Rocheſter are dead, 


eaſe, 


2 


And guilt's chief foe in Addiſon is fled; 
Congreve, who crown'd with la wrels fairly won, 
Sits ſmiling at the goal while others run, 

He will not write ; and (more provoking ſtill!) 
Ye gods! he will not write, and Mævius will, 


Doux diſtreſt, what author ſhall we find 


Diſcreetly daring, and ſeverely kind, 


The courtly * Roman's ſhining path to tread, 


And ſharply ſmile prevailing folly dead? 
Will no ſuperior genius ſnatch the quill, 


And ſave me, on the brink, from writing ill? 


Tho' vain the ſtrife, I'll ſtrive my voice to raiſe. 


What will not men attempt for ſacred praiſe ? 


TE love ef praiſe, howe'er conceal'd by art, 
Reigns more, or leſs, and glows in every heart: 
The proud to gain it toils on toils endure, 


The modeſt ſhun it, but to make it ſure. 


Shall 


* Horace. 
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O'er globes, and ſcepters, now, on thrones it ſwells, 


Now, trims the midnight lamp in college-cells, 
"Tis tory, whig; it plots, prays, preaches, pleads, 
Harangues in ſenates, ſqueaks in maſquerades. 
Here, to Ses humour makes a bold pretence; 
There, boldly aims at P—y's eloquence. 

It aids the dancer's hee], the writer's head, 

And heaps the plain with mountains of the dead ; 
Nor ends with life; but nods in ſable plumes, 
Adorns our herſe, and flatters on our tombs. 


Wuar is not proud? the pimp is proud to ſee 

So many like himſelf in high degree : 

The whoreis proud her beauties are the dread 

Of peeviſh virtue, and the marriage-bed; 

And the brib'd cuckold, like crown'd victims born 
To ſlaughter, glories in his gilded horn. 

Sou goto church, proud bumbly to repent, 
And come back much more guilty than they went: 
One way they look, another way they ſteer, 
Pray to the gods; but would haye mortals hear 
And when their ſins they ſet ſincerely down, 
They'll find that their religion has been one. 


OruuB 


it.! 
lls, 


nt: 
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OTHERS With wiſhful eyes on glory look, 
W hen they have got their picture tow rds a book, 
Or pompous title, like a gaudy ſign 
Meant to betray dull ſots to wretched wine, 
If at his title T— had dropt his quill, 
T— might have paſt for a great genius ſtill; 
But T-— alas! (excuſe him, if you can) 
Is now a ſcribler, who was once a man. 
ImrErIiQUs ſome a claſſic famedemand, 
For heaping up, with a laborious hand, 
A waggon-load of meanings for one word, 
While L's depog'd, and B; with pomp reſtor'd, 
SOME for renown on {craps of learning doat, 
And think they grow immortal as they quote. 
To patch-work learn'd quotations are ally'd, 
Both ſtrive to make our poverty our pride. 
On Glaſs how witty is a noble peer? 


Did ever diamond coſt a man ſo dear? 


POLITI diſeaſes make ſome ideots vain, 
Which, if unfortunately well, they feign. 

Or folly, vice, diſeaſe, men proud we ſee; 
And ({trangerftill !) of blockhead's flattery, 
Whoſe praiſe defames ; as if a fool ſhould mean 


OruwB? s pitting on your face to make it clean. 


5 Loy E FAME, Sat. 


No x ĩs't enough all hearts are {woln with pride, 
Her power is mighty, as her realm is wide. 
What can ſhe not perform? the love of fame 
Made bold Alphonſus his creator blame, 
Empedocies hurl'd down the burning ſteep, 
And (ſtronger till!) made Alexander weep, 
Nay, it holds Delia from a ſecond bed, 
Tho her lov'd lord has four halt months been dead, 
TH1s paſſion with a pimple have I ſeen 
Retard a cauſe, and give ajudge the ſpleen. 
By this inſpir'd (O! ne'er to be forgot) 
Some lords have learnt to ſpell, and ſome to knot. 
It makes Globoſe a ſpeakerin the houſe ; | 
He hems, and is deliver'd of his mouſe, 
It makes dear ſeif on well-bred tongues prevail, 
And I cheli:itle hero of each tale, 


S1c x wich the love of fame what throngs pour ia 
. N 
Unpeople court, and leave the ſenate thin? 
| \ 
My growing ſubj ect ſeems but juſt begun, 
And, chariot-like, I kindle as I run, : 
Aid me, great Homer! with thy Epic rules 


To take a catalogue of Britiſh fo0's. 
5 
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Satire! had I thy Dor ſet's force divine, 
A knave, or fool ſhou'd periſh in each line; 
Tho! for the firſt all ij eſminſter ſhould plead, 
And for the laſt all Greſham intercede. 


de, 


BECIN. Who firſt the catalogue ſhall grace: 
To quality belongs the higheſt place. 
My lord comes forward ; forward let him come! 
Fe * Ye vulgar! at your peril give him room : 
He ſtands for fame on his forefathers? feet, 
By heraldry prov'd valiant, or diſcreet. 
With whata decent pride he throws his eyes 
SE” Above the man by three deſcents leſs wiſe? 
If virtues at his noble hands you crave, 
You bid him raiſe his fathers from the grave. 
il, Men ſhould preſs forward in tame's glorious chace, 
Nobles look backward, and ſo loſe the race. 
Leer high birth triumph! what can be more great? 
pour in Nothing but merit in a low eſtate. 
To virtue's humbleſt ſon let none prefer 
Vice, tho' deſcended from the conqueror, 
Shall men, like fgures, paſs for high, or baſe, 
slight, or important, only by their place! 


B Ti:!es 


8 


10 LOVE f FAME, Sat.] 


Titles are marks of honeſt men, and wiſe; 
The fool, or knave that wears a title, lies. 

Tut x that on glorious anceſtors inlarge, 
produce their debt, inſtead of their diſcharge. 
Dorſet, let thoſe who proudly boaſt their line, 
Like thee, in worth hereditary, ſhine, 


Vat as falſe greatneis is, the muſe muſt own 

We want not fools to buy that Briſtol ſtone, 
Mean ſons of earth, who on a ſouth-ſea tide 
Of full ſucceſs ſwam into wealth and pride, 
Knock with a purſe of gold at Anſfis gate, 

And begto be deſcended from the great. 

Wu men of infamy to grandeur ſoar, 
They light a torch to ſhew their ſhame the more. 
Thoſe governments which curb not evils, cauſe; 
Anda rich kuaye's a libel on our laws, 

| # 
BELUS with ſolid glory will be crown'd ; 
He buys no phantom, no vain empty ſound, 
But lu lde himſelt a name; and to be great, 
Sinks ina quarry an immenſe eſtate, 


In coſt, and grandeur Cos he'll out-do, 


And, B—l— ton, thy taſte is not ſo true. 
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n 


Th 


The pile is finiſht, every toil is paſt, 


And full perfect ion is arriv'd at laſt; 
When lo! my lord to ſome {mall corner runs, 
And leaves ſtate-rooms to ſtrangers, and to duns. 
T Ht man who builds, and wants where with to pay, 
Provides a home from which to run away. 
In Britain what is many a lordly feat 
But a diſcharge in full for an eſtate? 


I x ſmaller compaſs lies Pygmalion's fame; 
Not domes, but antique Statues are his flame. 


Not F:. s ſelf more Parian charms has known; 


Nor is good P._b-—ke, more in love with ſtone, 


The bailiff's come (rude men, prophanely bold!) 
And bid him turn his Venus into gold. 
No, firs, he cries, I'll ſooner rot in jail. 
Shall Grecian arts be truckt for Engliſh bail? 
Such heads might make their very Buſto's laugh. 
His daughter ſtarves, but * Cleopatra's ſafe, 

ME overloaded with a large eſtate 
May ſpill their treaſure in a nice conceit ; 


The rich may be polite, but oh! tis ſad 


To ſay youre curious, when we {wear you're mad. 
| | B 2 By 


*I famous ſtatue. 
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By your revenue meaſure your expence, 
And to yaur ſund and acres join your ſenſe : 
No man is bleſt by accident, or gueſs, 

True wi/dom is the price of happineſs 

Yet few without long ditcipline are ſage, 


And our youth only lays up ſighs for age. 


Bur how, my muſe, canſt thoureſiſt ſo long 


The bright temptation of the courtly throng, 
Thy moſt inviting theme? the court affords 
Much food for ſatire, it abounds in lords. 

«© What lords are thoſe ſaluting with a grin? * 
One is juſt out, and one as lately in. 


Ho comes it then to paſs we ſee preſide 


On both their brows an equal ſhare of pride? 


Pride, that impartial paſſion, reigns thro” all, 
Attends our glory, nor deſerts our fall. 

As in its home, it triumphs in higk-place, 

And frownsa haughty exile in diſgrace. 


Some lords it bids admire their wands fo white, 
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Which bloom, like Aarons, to their raviſht ſight ; ' 


Some lords it bids reſign, and turns their wands, 


Like Mags, into ſerpents in their hands. 


Theſe 
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ww 


Theſe (ink, as divers, for renown; and boaſt 
With pride inverted of their honours loſt. 
But againſt reaſon ſure tis equal ſin 


To boalt of meerly being out, or in. 


War numbers, here, thro' odd ambition ſtrive 
To ſeem the molt tranſported things alive? 
As if by joy deſert was underſtood, . 

And all the fortunate were w/e, or good. 

Hence aching boſoms wear a viſage gay, 

And ſtifled groans frequent the ball, and play. 
Compleatly dreſt by * Monteuil, and grimace, 
They take their birth. day ſuit, and public face; 
Their ſmiles areonly part of what they wear, 
Put off at night with lady B—'s hair. 

What bodily fatigue is halt ſc bad? 


With anxious care they labour to be glad. 


| Waar numbers, here, would into fame advance, 
Conſcious of merit in the coxcomb's dance? 
The tavern! park! aſſembly! mask! and play! 


Thoſe dear deſtroyers of the tedious day! 


Thar 


Theſe * A famous taylor. 


14 LOYE of FAME, 
That wheel of tops! that ſaunter of the town! 
Call it diverſion, and the pill goes down; 

Fools grin on fools, and Stoic- like, ſupport, 
Without one ſigh, the pleaſures of a court. 
Courts can give nothing to the wiſe, and good, 
But ſcorn of pomp, and love of ſolitude. 
High ſtations tumult, but not bliſs create 
None think the Great unhappy, but the Great; 
Fools gaze, and envy; envy darts a ſting, 
Which makes a ſwain as wretched as a king. 

I enyy none their pageantry, and ſhow, 

I enyy none the gilding of their woe. 

Give me, indulgent Gods! with mind ſerene, 
And guiltleſs heart torange the ſylyan ſcene. 
No ſplendid poyerty, no ſmiling care, 

No well-bred hate, or ſervile grandeur there ; 


There pleaſing objects uſeful thoughts ſuggeſt, 


The ſenſeis raviſht, and the ſoul is bleſt ; 
On every thorn delightful wiſdom grows, 
In every rill a ſweet inſtruction flows: 


But ſome, untaught, o'erhear the whiſp'ring rill, 


In ſpighs of ſacred leiſure blockheads ſtill ; | 
Nor ſhoots up folly to a nobler bloom 
In her one native ſoil, the drawimg-room. 


Sat. 


r , 6 wm ae 


ill, 


Ti 
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THE ſquire is proud to ſee his courſer ſtrain, 
Or well-breath'd beagles ſweep along the plain. 
Say, dear Hyppolitus, (whoſe drink is ale, 
Whoſe erudition is a Chriſtmas-tale, 

Whoſe miſtreſs is ſaluted with a ſmack, 

And friend receiy'd with thumps upon the back) 
When thy ſleek gelding nimbly leaps the mound, 
And Ringwood opens on the tainted ground, 

Is that thy praiſe ? let Rin;wood's fame alone, 
Juſt Ringwood leaves each animal his own, 

Nor envies when a gypſy you commit, 

And ſhake the clumſy bench with country wit ; 
When you the dulleſt of dull things have ſaid, 
And then ask pardon for the ſeſt you made. 


Hunz breath, my muſe! and then thy task renew, 
Ten thouſand fools unſung are ſtill in view. 
Fewer lay · atheiſts made by church- debates; 
Fewer great beggars fam'd for large eſtates; 
Ladies, whoſe love is conſtant as thewind ; 
Cits, who prefer a guinea to mankind; 
Fewer grave lords to Scr pe diſcreetly bend; 


Andfewer ſhocks a ſtateſmen gives his friend, 


I's 


2 
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Is there a man of an eternal vein, 
Who lulls the town in winter with his ſtrain, 
At Bath in ſummer chants the reigning laſs, 
And ſweetly whiſtles, as the waters paſs ? 
Is there a tongue, like Delta's o'er her cup, 
That runs for ages without winding- up? 
Is there, whom his tenth Epic mounts to fame? 
Such, and ſuch only might exhauſt my theme; 
Nor would theſe heroes of the task be glad; 


For who can write ſo faſt as men run mad. 
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Y Muſe, proceed, and reach thy deſtin'd 
end, 


Tho? to l, and dancer the bold task attend 5 
Heroes and Gods make other poems fine, 
Plain ſatire calls for ſenſc in every line; 

Then, to what ſwarms thy faults I dare expoſe? 

All friends to vice, and folly are thy foes ; 

When ſuch the foe, a war eternal wage, 

'Tis moſt Ill- nature to repreſs thy rage; 

And if theſe ſtrains ſome nobler Muſe excite, 


Fil glory in the verſe I did not write. 


So weak are human kind Ey nature made, 


Ir to fuch weakneſs by their vice betray'd, 
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Almighty vanity ! to thee they owe 

Their zeſt of pleaſure, and their balm of woe. 

Thou, like the Sun, all colours doſt contain, 

Varying, like rays of light, on drops of rain; 

For every ſoul finds reaſons to be proud, 

Tho” hiſs'd, and hooted by the pointing croud, 
Warm in purſuit of foxes, and renown, 

* Hyppolitus demands the Sylvan crown; 

But Floris's fame, the product of a ſhower, 


Grows in his garden, an illuſtrious flower! 


Why teems the earth? why melt the vernal skies? 


Why ſhines the ſun? to make f Paul Drackrile, 

From morn to night has Florio gazing ſtood, 

And wonder'd how the Gods could be ſo good. 

What ſhape? what hue ? was ever nymph ſo fait? 
He doats! he dies! he too is rooted there. 

O ſolid bliſs! which nothing can deſtroy, 

| Except a cat, bird, ſnail, or idle boy. 

In fame's full bloom lies Florio down at night, 


And wakes next day a moſt inglorious wight 3 


»— 


* This refers tothe firſt Satire. 
+ The name of a Tulsp. | 


The 
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3 


The 


The tulip's dead! ſee thy fair ſiſter's fate, 
0a and be kind ere tis too late, 
No arethoſe enemies I mention'd all 
Beware, O floriſt, thy ambition's tall. 
A friend of mine indulg'd this noble flame; 
A quaker ſerv'd him, Adam was his name. 
To one lov'd tulip oft the maſter went, 
Hung o'er it, and whole Days in rapture ſpent; 
But came, and miſt it one ill-fated hour. 
He rag'd! he roar'd! © what Demon cropt my flower ? 
Serene, quoth Adam, lo! 'twas cruſh'd by me; 
« Fall'n is the Baal to which thou bowd'ſt thy knee.” 
« Bur all men want amuſement, and what crime 
* Inſuch a paradiſe to fool their time ?” 
None ; but why proud of this? to fame they ſoar ; 
We grant they're idle, it they'll ask no more. 
W x ſmile at floriſts, we deſpiſe their joy, 
And think their hearts enamour'd of a toy 
But are thoſe wiſer whom we moſt admire, 
Survey With enyy, and purſue with fire ? 
What's he, who ſighs for wealth, or fame, or power? 
Another Florio doating on a flower, 
A ſhort-liv'd lower, and which has often ſ prung 
From ſordid arts, as Florios out of dung. 


Witn 
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W 1 T # what, OCodrus! is thy fancy ſmit ? 
The flower of learning, and the bloom of Wit. 
Thy gaudy ſhelves with crimſon bindings glow, 
And Epittetus is a perfect beau, 

How fit for thee bound up in crimſon too, 
Gilt, and, like them, devoted to the view? 
Thy books are furniture. Methinks 'tis hard 
That ſcience ſhould be purchag'd by the yard, 
And T—— 
The gilded leather to fir ap thy room. 

Ir not to ſome peculiar end aſſign'd, 
Study's the ſpecious trifimg of the mind; 
Or is at beſt a ſecondary aim, 


A chace for ſport alone, and not for game; 


It ſo, ſure they who the meer volume prize, 
But love the thicket where the quarry lies. 


Ox buying books Lorenzo long was bent, 
But found at length that ĩt reduc'd his rent, 


u turn'd upholſterer, ſend home 


His tarms were flown; when lo! a Sale comes on, 


A choice collection! what is to be done? 
He ſells his laſt; for he the whole will buy; 


Sells ev'n his houſe, nay wants whereon to lie; 


So high the generous ardor of the man 
For Romans, Gree:s, and Oriental; ran, 


WI 
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Lorenzoſign'd the bargain 


When terms were drawn, and brought him by the clerk, 


with his mark. 
Unlearned men of books aſſume the care, 


As eunuchs are the guardians of the fair. 
No r in his author's liveries alone 
Is Codrus erudite ambition ſhown ? 


Editions various, at high prices bought, 


Inform the world what Codrus would be thought ; 


And, to this coſt, another muſt ſucceed, 


on, 


Wi 


To pay a ſage, who ſays that he can read, 


Who titles knows, and indexes has ſeen ; 

But leaves to what lies between, 

Of pompous books who ſhuns the proud expence, 

And humbly is contented with their ſenſe, 
O————whoſeaccompliſhments make good 

The promiſe of a long-illuſtrious blood, 


In arts, and manners eminently grac'd, 


The ſtricteſt honour! and the fineſt caſte! 
Accept this verſe; if ſatire can agree 


With ſo conſummate an humanity. 


Bx your example would Hilario mend, 
How would it grace thetalents of my friend, 
Who 
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Who with the charms of his own genius ſmit, 
Conceives all virtues are compriz'd in wit? 
But time his feryent petulance may cool ; 
For tho' he is a wit, he is no fool, 
In time he'll learn to aſe, not waſte his ſenſe, 
Nor make a frailty of an excellence. 
His brisk attack on blockheads we ſhould prize, 
Were not his jeſt as flippant with the vie. 
He ſpares nor friend, nor foe ; but calls to mind, 
Like Doomsday, all the faults of all mankind. 
WHarT tho' wit tickles? tickling is unſafe, 
Tf ſtill'tis painful while it makes us laugh. 
Who, for the poor renown of being ſmart, 
Would leave a ſting within a brother's heart? 
Parts may be prais d, good. nature is ador'd ; 
Then, draw your wit as ſeldom as your ſword, 
And never on the weak; or you'll appear 
As there no hero, no great genius here. 
As in ſmooth oyl the razor beſt is whet, 
So wit is by politeneſs Inarpeſt ſet, 
Their want of edge from their offence is ſeen , 
Both pain us leaſt when exquiſitely keen. 
The fame Men give is for the joy they find; 
Dull is the jeſter, when the joke's unkind, 
SINCI 
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ad, 


SINCE 


SinCE, Marcus, doubtleſs, thinks himſelf a wit, 
To pay my compliment what place fo fit? 
His moſt facetious * letters came to hand, 
Wlich my firſt ſatire ſweetly reprimand. 
it that aj: offence ro Marcus gave, 
Say, Marcus, which, art thou a fool or knave? 
For all but ſuch with caution I forbore ; 
Tuat thou waſt either, Ine'er kney before. 
I know thee now, both what thou art, and who z 
No mask ſo good, but Marcus muſt ſhine through; 
Falſe names are vain, thy lines their author tell, 
Thy beſt concealment had been writing wel! 
But thou a brave neglect of /ame? haſt ſhown, 
Ot others fame, great genius! and thy or. 
Wiiteon unneeded, and this maxim know; 


The man whopardons, dr2>h0ints his foe, 


I x malice to proud wits, ſome proudly lull 


Their pee viſh reaſon, vai of being dull; 


When ſome hom: joke has ſtung their cn ſouls, 
In vengeance they determine to be fools ; 


1 - * + 7 
Thro' ſpleen, that liitle nature gave, make 4, 


Quite zealous in the ways of keavine/s ; 


3 


* Letters ſent to the Author, fu! Marcus, 
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To lumps inaminate a fondneſs take, 

And difinherit ſons that are awake. 

Theſe, when their utmoſt venom they would ſpit, 

Moſt barbarouſly tell you“ he's a wit,” 

Poor Negroes, thus, to ſhew their burning ſpight 

To cacodæ mons, fay, they're dev liſh white, 
Lampridius from the bottom of his breaſt 

sigbs o'er one child, but triumphsin the reſt. 

How juſt his grief? one carries in his head 

A leſs proportion of the father's lead ; 

And is in danger, without ſpecial grace, 

To riſe above a juſtice of the peace, 

The dunghil-vreed of men a Diamond (corn, 

And feel a paſſion for a grain of corn, 

Some ſtupid, plodding, money-loving wight, 

Who wins their hearts by knowing black from white, 

Who with much pains exerting all his ſenſe, 

Can range aright his ſhillings, pounds, and pence, 

The booby-father craves a booby-ſon, 

And by heav'ns bleging thinks himſelf undone. 


Wars of all kinds are made to fame a plea, 


One learns to dip, another not to ſee; 
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it, 


hite, 


Miſs D tottering catches at your hand. | 


| Was ever thing ſo pretty born to ſtand ? 


Whilſt theſe what nature gave diſown thro” pride, 
Others affe& what nature has deny'd; 
What nature has deny'd tools will purſue, 


As apes are ever walking upon two. 


_ Craſſus a grateſul ſage, our awe, and ſport! 
Supports grave forms, for forms the ſage ſupport, 
He hems, and cries with an important air, 
« If yonder clouds withdraw, it will be fair: 
Then quotes the Szagyrite to prove it true, 
And adds, * the learn'd delight in ſomething new. 
It not enough the blockhead ſcarce can read, 
But muſt he wiſely look, and gravely plead ? 
As tar a for maliſt from wiſdom ſits 
In judging eyes, as libertines trom wits, 

Ver ſubtile wights (ſo blind are mortal men, 
Tho! ſatire couch them with her keeneſt pen) 
For ever will hang out a ſolemn face, 
To put off nouſenſe with the better grace 
As pedlars with ſome hero's head make bold, 
Illuſtrious mark! where pins are to be ſold, 

D 2 Wer's 
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Wu au r's the bent brow; or neck in thouglit reclind © 


The body's wildom to conceal the mind. 
A man ot ſenſe can artiſce diſdain, 8 
As men of wealth may venture to go plain; '$ 


And be this truth eternal ne'er forgot, 


Solemnity's a cover for a fot. | 
I find the fol, when I behold the gr ; [ 
For'tis the wiſe man's intereſt to be ſeen. ( 

HEN R, , that openneſs of heart, | 


And juſt difdain for that poor mimic, Art; | 
Hence (manly praiſe!) that manner nobly free, 
Which all admire, and I commend in thee. 

Wir n generous ſcorn how oft haſt thou ſurvey'd 
Of court, and town the noon-tide maſquerade, 
Where ſwarms of knaves tie vizor quite diſgrace, 
And hide {ecure behind a zaked face? 
Where nature's end of language is declin'd, 
And men talk only to conceal the mind; 
Where generous hearts the greateſt hazard run, 


And he who truſts a brother is undone ? 


T-ef- all their care expend on ontword ſhow 


For wealth, and fame; for fame alone, the beau, 
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lind Of late at White's was young Florella ſeen, 


rey'd 


How blank his look? how diſcompos'd his mein? 


So hard it proves in grief ſincere to feign! 


Sunk were his {pirits; for his coat was plain. 


N x x T Cay his breaſt regain'd its wonted peace, 
His health was mended with a ſilver lace. ; 
A curious artift long inur'd to toils 
Of gentler fort, with combs, and fragrant ovls, 
Whether by chance, or by ſome God inſpir'a, 

So touch'd his curls, his mighty ſoul was fit d. 

The well-{woln tyes an equal homage claim, 

And either ſhoulder has it's ſhare of fame; 

His ſumptuous watch-caſe, tho* conceal'd ĩt les, 
Like a good conſcience, ſolid joy ſupplies. 

He only thinks himſelf (fo far from vain! ) 

S. 


ge in wit, in breeding D xe. 
Wiene'er by feeming chance he throws his eye 
On mirrors fluſhing with his Tyriaz dye, 

With how ſublime a tran{port leaps his heart? 


But fate ordainsthat deareſt friends muſt part. 


In active meaſures brought from France, he wheels, 


And triumphs conſcious of his learned heels. 


S o have I ſeen on ſome bright ſummer's day 


0! Acalt of genius debongair, and gay. 


Dance 
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Dance on the bank, as if inſpir'd by fame, 
Fond of the pre:ty fellow in the ſtr eam. 


a 
/ 
? 


MOROSE is ſunk with ſhame, whenc'er ſurpriz{, 


In linnen clean, or peruke undiſguis'd. 

No ſublunary chance his veſtments fear, 

Valu'd, like leopards, as their ſpots appear. 

A fam'd Sur-tout he wears, which once was blue, 
And his foot ſwims ina capacious ſhoe, 

One day his wife (for who can wives reclaim?) 
LevelPd her barbarous zeedle at his fame; | 
But open force was vain ; by night ſhe went, 


And, while he ſlept, ſurpriz'd the darling rent; 


] 


Where yvawn'd the frize is now become a doubt, 


And g'ory at one entrance quite ſhut out. 

H fſcorns Florello, and Florello him, 
This hates the fc creature, that the prim; 
Thus in each other both theſe Fools deſpiſe 
Their own dear ſelves, with undiſcerning eyes; 
Their methods various, but alike their aim: 
The ſloden and the ſogling are the ſame. ; 

Y = Whigs and Tories! thus it fares with you, 


Wien party-rage too warmly you purſue ; 


— 


* Mil N. 


Then 
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Then both club nonſenſe, and impetuous pride, 
And folly joins whom ſentiments divide. 
vou vent your ſpleen as monkeys, when they paſs, 
urpriz Scratch at che mimic-monkey in the glaſs, 
While both are one; and henceforth be it known, 
Fools of both ſides ſhall ſtand for tools alone. 
« By who art thou? methinks Florells cries, 
. 


« Of allthy ſpecies art thou only wiſe? ” 
Since ſmalleſt things can give our fins a twitch, 
As croſſing ſtraws retard a paſſing witch, 
Florello, thou my monitor ſhalt be; 


I'll con jure thus ſome profit out of Thee, 


25 O thou my ſelf! abroad our counſels roam, 


And, like ill husbands, take no care at home. 
Thou tao art wounded with the common dart, 
And love of fame lies throbbing at thy heart; 
And what wife means to gain it haſt thou choſe? 
Know, fame and fortune both are made of proſe. 
Is thy ambition ſweating for a rhyme, 

Thou unambitious fool, atthis late time ? 

While I a moment name, a moment's paſt, 

Fm nearer death in chi verſe than the laſt; 


— — 


Then 
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W hat then ĩs to be done? be wiſe with ſpeed : 
A fool at forty is a fool indeed. 
AN D what ſo fooliſh as the chace of fame? 
How vain ile prize? how impotent our aim? 
For what are men who graſp at praiſe ſublime, 
But 644641:5 on the rapid Rtrean of Time, 
That riſe, and fall, that ſwell, and are no more, 


Bora, and forgot, ten thouſand in an hour? 
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SATIRE III. 


ON, Dodington, in debt I long have 
ſought | 
To eaſe the burthen of my grateful 
thought; 


And now a poet's gratitude you ſee, 

Grant him two favours, and he'll ask for three: 

For whole the preſent glory, or the gain 7 

You give protection, I a worthleſs ſtrain. 

Youlove, and feel the poet's ſacred flame, 

And know the baſis of a ſolid fame; 

Tho' prone to like, yet cautious to commend, 

You read with all the malice of a friend ; 

Nor favour my attempts that way alone, 

But more to raiſe my verſe, conceal your own, 
Ax ill-tim'd modeſty ! turn ages o'er, 

Wien wanted Britain bright examples more? 


Her Learning, and her Genius too decays, 
nl dar, and cold are her declining days; 


SY > As 
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As if men now were of another caſt, F, 
They meanly live on alms of ages paſt, | T 
Men {till are men, and they, who boldly dare, G 
Shall triumph o'er the ſons of cold deſpair ; 7 
Or, if they fail, they juſtly ſtill take place 

Of ſuch, who run in debt for their diſgrace, ] 
Who borrow much, then fairly make it known, J 
And damn i: with improvements of their own. : 


We bring ſome new materials, and what's old 
New-calt with care, and in no berrow'd mold; 
Lite times the verſe may read, if theſe refuſe, 


And from ſow'r critics vindicate the muſe, 


* Your work is long,“ the critics cry : tis true, 
And lengthens ſtill, to take in fools like you; 
Shorten my labour, if its length you blame, 


For, grow but wiſe, you rob me of my game; 


As hunted hags, who, while the dogs purſue, 
&enounce taeir four legs, and ſtart up on two. 
LIVE the bold bird upon the banks of Nile, 
Tha: picks the teeth of the dire crocodile, 
| Will enjoy (dread feaſt!) the critic's rage, 


And wich the fell Aſtrop er feed my page. 


Fos 
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true, 


Fot 


For what ambitious fools are more to blame 


Than thoſe, who thunder in the critic's name ? 
Good authors damn'd, have their revenge in this, 
To ſee what wretches gain the praiſe they miſs. 

B ALBUTIUS muffled in his ſable cloak, 
Like an old druid from his hollow oak, 

As ravens ſolemn, and as beading, cries, 
Ten thouſand worlds for the three unities ! 
Ve doctors ſage, whothro' Parnaſſus teach, 
Or quit the tub, or practiſe what you preach, 

ON E judges, as the weather dictates, riglit 
The poem is at noon, and wrong at night, 
Another judges by a ſurer gage, 

An author's principles, or parentage ; 

Since his great anceſtors in Flanders fell, 

The poem, doubtleſs, muſt be written well. 
Another judges by the writer's look ; 

Another judges, for he bought the bool; 

Some judge, their knack of judging-wrong to keep ; 
Som: judge, becauſe it is ſoon to ſeep. 

Tnvus all will judge, and with one ſingle aim, 
To gain themſelves, not give the writer fame. 
The very beſt ambitiouſly adviſe, 

Halt to ſerve you, ard half to pa's for wiſe; 


None 
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None are at leiſure others to reward; 

They ſcarce will damn, but out of ſelf-regard. 
CarTics on verſe, as ſquibs on triumphs wait, 

Proclaim the glory, and augment the ſtate; 

Hot, envious, noiſy, proud, the ſeribling fry 


Burn, hiſs, and bounce, waſte paper, ſtink, and die. 


Rail on, my friends! what mote my verſecan crown 


Than Compton's (mile, and your obliging trown ? 


Nor a!! on books their criticiſm waſte ; 
Tne genius oſ a diſh ſome juſtly taſte, 
And eat their way to ſame; with anxious thought 
The /almon is refus'd, the tur bot bought. 
Impatient art rebuk es the ſun's delay, 
And bids december yield the fruits of may. 
Their various cares in one great point combine, 
The buſinefs of their lives, that i 7 dine, 
Half of their precious day they give the feaſt, 
And, to a kind digeſtion, ſpare the reſt. 
Abicius, here, the taſter of the town, 
Feeds twice a- week, to settle their renown, 
TAESE worthies of the palate guard with care 
The ſacred annals of their 6:1, of fare, 


In 


Nt 


it, 


die. 


Vn 


In 
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In thoſe choice books their panegyricks read, 
And ſcorn the creatures that for hunger feed. 


If man by feeding well commences great, 
Much more the worm, to whom that man is meat. 


To glory ſome advance a lying claim, 
Thieves of renown, and pilferers of fame; 
Their front ſupplies what their ambition lacks, 
They know a thouſand lords, behind their backs. 
Cottil is apt to wink upon a peer, 

When turn d away, with a familiar leer; 

And H 5's eyes, unmercifully keen, 

Have murder'd fops, by whom ſhe ne'er was ſeen, 
Niger adopts ſtray libels, wifely prone 

To covet ſhame, ſtill greater than his own. 
Bathyllus in the winter of threeſcore 

Belies his innocence, and keepsa whore. 

Abſence of mind Brabantio turns to fame, 

Learns to miſtake, nor knows his brother's name, 
Has words, and thoughts in nice diſorder ſet, 

And takes a memorandum to forget. 

Thus vain, nor knowing what adorns, or blots, 
Men forge the patents, that create them ſots. 
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As love of pleaſure into pain betrays, 
So moſt grow infamous throꝰ love ol praiſe. 
But whence tor praiſe can ſuch an ardor riſe, 
When thoſe, who bring that incenſe, we deſpiſe? 
For ſuch the vanity of great, and ſmall, 
Contempt goes round, and all men laugh at all. 
Nox can even ſatire blame them, for tis true 
They moſt have ample cauſe for what they do, 
O! fruitful Britain! doubtleſs, thou wait meant 
A nurſe of fools to ſtock the continent. 
Tho” Phæbus, and the nine for ever mow, 
Rank folly underneath the ſcythe will grow. 
The plenteous harveſt calls me forward (till, 
Till I ſurpaſs in length my lawyer's bill, 
A Welch deſcent, which well-paid heralds damn, 
Or, longer ſtill, a Dutchman's epigram. 
When cloy'd, in fury I throw down my pen, 


In comes a coxcomb, and I write agen. 


SE E ! Tuyrus with merriment poſleſt, 


Is burſt with laughter, ere he hears the jeſt ; 


What need he ſtay ? for when the joke is o'er, 
His teeth will be nö whiter than before. 
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I 


E 


Is there of theſe, ye fair ! ſo great a dearth, 


That you need purchaſe monkeys for your mirth 2 


SOME vain of paintings, bid the world admire, 
Of houſes ſome, nay houſes that they hire; 
Some (perfect wiſdom!) of a beauteous wife, 


And boaſt, like cordeliers, a ſcourge for lite. 


SOMETIME $,thro' pride,theSexes change their airs, 
My lord has va;ours, and my lady ſwears , 
Then ((tranger ſtill!) on turning of the wind, 
My lord wears breeches, and my lady's kind. 


To ſhew the ſtrength, and infamy of pride, 
By all *tis follow'd, and by all deny'd. 
What numbers are there, which at once purſue 
Praiſe, and the glory to contemn it, too ? 
Vincenna knows ſelf praiſe betrays to ſhame, 
And therefore lays a ſtratagem for fame; 
Makes his approach in modeſty's diſguiſe 
To win applauſe, and takes it by ſurprize. 


To err, ſays he, in ſmall things is my fate,” 


You know your anſwer, he's exact in great. 
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. My ſtyle, ſays he, is rude, and full of faults,” 


But © what ſenſe? what energyef thoughts ? 
That he wants Algebra he muſt confeſs, 


But not a ſoul to give our arms ſucceſs . 

« Ah! that's a hit indeed, Vincenna cries; 

* But who in heat of blood was ever wiſe? 
* Lown'twas wrong, when thouſands call'd me back, 
* To make that hopeleſs, ill-advis'd attack; 
* Alliay 'twas madneſs, nor dare Ideny; 

«© Sure never fool ſo well deſery'd to die.“ 
Could this deceive in others, to be froe, 
Itne'er, Vincenna, cou'd deceive in thee, 
Whoſe conduct is a comment to thy tongue 
So clear, the dulleſt cannot take thee wrong, 
Thou on one fleeve wilt thy revenue wear, 

And haunt the court, without a pro/pef there. 
Are theſe expedients for renown? confeſs 
Thy lictle ſelf, that I may ſcorn thee leſs, 

BE wiſe, Vincenna, and the court forſake, 
Our fortunes there nor thou, nor 1 ſhall make. 
Ev'n men of merit, ere their point they gain, 
In hardy ſervice make a long campaign, 


Moſt manfully beſiege the patron's gate, 
And oft repuls'd, as oft attack the great 
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back, 


Wis la ſecret loves his wife, but keeps her maid. Sont 


With painful art, and application warm, 
And take at laſt ſome little place by ſtorm; 
Enough to keep two ſhoes on ſunday clean, 
And flarve upon diſcreetly in Sheer-lane. 
Already this thy fortune can afford, 

Then ſtarve without the favour of my lord. 


'Tis true, great fortunes ſome great men conſer; 


But often, ev'n in doing right, they err: 
From caprice, not from choice, their favours come; 
They give, but think it toi to know to whom: 
The man that's neareſt, yawn:ng they advance, 

"Tis inhumanity to bleſs by chance. 

It merit ſues, and greatneſs is ſo loth 

To break its downy trance, I pity both. 


I grant at court, Philander, at his need, 
(Thanks to his lovely wife) finds friends indeed. 
Of every charm, and virtue ſhe's poſleſt, 
Philander / thou art exquiſitely bleſt, 

The publick envy ! now then, s allow'd, 
The man is found, who may be juſth proud; 
But, fee! how ſickly is ambition's taſte ? 
Ambition feeds on traſh, and loaths a feaſt ; 
For lo! Philander, of reproach afraid, 
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SOME nymphs ſell reputation, others buy, 


Andlove a market, where the rates run high, 


Italian muſick's ſweet, becauſe'tis dear; 
Their v anity is tickled, not their ear; 
Their taſtes wou'd leſſen, if the prices fell, 
And Skhakeſpear*s wretched ſtuff do quite as well; 
Away the diſinchanted fair would throng, 
And own, that Engliſhis their mother-tongue, 
To ſhew how much our northern taſtes refine, 
Imported ny mphs our peereſſes out- ſnine; 
While :radeſren ſtarve theſe Philomels are gay; 


For generous lords had rather give, than pay, 
O laviſh land! for ſound at ſuch expence? 
But then ſhe ſaves it in her bills for ſexſe, 


Mus1c x Ipaſſionately love, tis plain, 
Since for its ſake ſuch Dramas 1 ſuſtain, 
An opera, like a pillory, may be ſaid 


To nail our ears down, but expoſe our head, 


Benor b the maſquerade's fantaſtick ſcene! 
The le;iſlature join'd with Drury-lane ! 


When Britain calls, th' embroider'd Patriots run, 


if the dance is done. 
* Arg 


And ſerve their country 
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« Are we not then allow'd to be polite ?“ 
Yes, doubtleſs, but firſt ſet your notions right. 
Worth of politeneſs is the needful ground, 
Where that is wanting, this can ne'er be found, 
Triflers not ev'n in trifles can excel; 
Tis /olid bodies only poliſh well, 

GREAT, choſen prophet! for theſe latter days, 
To turn a willing world {om righteous ways, 
Well, H 


Well has he ſeen his ſervant ſhou'd nat ſtarve. 


r, doſt thou thy maſter ſerve ; 


Thou to his name halt ſplendid temples rais'd, 
In yarious forms of worſhip ſeen him prais'd, 
Gaudy devotion, like a Roman, ſhown, 

And ſung ſweet anthems in a tongue wnknown, 
Interior off*rings ta thy God of vice 

Are duly paid in fiddles, cards, and dice; 

Thy ſacrifice ſupream an hundred maid; ! 
Tha: ſolemn rite of midnight maſquerades! 
If maids the quige-exbauited town denies, 

An hundred head of cackolis mult ſuſſice. 
Thou knii'ſt, well pleas'd with the converted land, 
To lee the fiſry churches at a ſtand, 


| | And, 
Arg | 
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An D, that thy miniſtry may never fail, 

But what thy hand has planted ftill prevail, 

Of minor prophets a ſucceſſion ſure 

The propagation of thy zeal ſecure, 


Sr commons, peers, and miniſters of ſtate 
In ſolemn council met, and deep debate! 
W hat godlike enterprize is taking birth? 
W hat wonder opens on th expecting earth ? 
"Tis done! with loud applauſe the council rings? 
Fixt is the fate of whores, and ſiddleſtrings! 
Tuo bold theſe truths, thou, muſe, with truchs like 
theſe, 
Wilt none offend, whom 'tisa praiſe to pleaſe; 
Let others flatterto be flatter'd, thou, 
Like juſt eribunals, bend an awful brow. 
How terrible it were to common ſenſe, 
To write a ſatire, which gave none offence ? 
And, fince from life I take the draughts you ſee, 
If men diſlike them, do they cenſure me N 
On then, my muſe! and fools, and knaves ex poſe, 
And, ſince thou canſt not make a friend, make foes z 
The fool, and knave tis glorious to offend, h 


And godlike an attempt the world to mend, 


The 


ö 
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The world, where lucky throws to blockheads fall, 


Knaves know the game, and honeſt men pay all. 
How hard for real worth to gain it's price? 
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A man ſhall make his fortune in a trice, 
If bleſt with pliant, tho? but ſlender ſenſe, 
Feign'd modeſty, and real impudence. 
A ſupple knee, ſmooth tongue, an eaſy grace, 
A curſe within, a ſmile upon his face, 
A beauteous ſiſter, or convenient wife, 
Are prizes in the lottery of lite; 
Genius, and virtue they will ſoon defeat, 
ke And lodge you in the boſom of the great. 
To merit, is but to provide a pain 


From men's refuſing what you ought to gain. 


Max, Dodington, this maxim fail in you, 
Whom my preſaging thoughts already view 
By Walpole's conduct fir'd, and friendſhip grac'd, 
Sꝛill higher in your prince's favour plac'd ; 
And lending, here, thoſe awful councils aid, 
Which you, abroad, with ſuch ſucceſs obey'd : 
Bear this from one, who holds your friendſhip dear; 
What moſt wewiſh, with eaſe wefancy near, 


he 
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OUN D ſome fair tree th' ambitious wood- 
bine grows, 

And breathes her ſweets on the ſupporting 
boughs ; 

So ſweet the verſe, th' ambitious verſe, ſhould be, 


(O! pardon mine) that hopes ſupport from thee ; 
Thee, Compton, born o'er ſenates to preſide, 
Their 4;gnity to raiſe, their councils guide; 

Deep to diſcern, and widely to ſurvey, 

And kingdoms fates, without ambition, weigh; 
Of diſtant virtues nice extreams to blend, 

The crown's aſſerter, and the people's friend: 

Nor doſt thou ſcorn, amid ſublimer views, 


To liſten to the labours of the muſe ; 
G 2 Thy 


— 


— 
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C 
Thy ſmiles protect᷑ her, while thy Talents fire, 1 
And ꝛ tis but half thy glory to inſpire. b 


VE r at a publick fame ſo juſtly won, 
The jealous Chremes, is with ſpleen undone. 
Chremes, for airy penfions of renown, 
Devotes his ſervice to the ſtate, and crown; 
All ſchemes he knows, and knowing, all improves, 
Tho' Britain's thankleſs, ſtill this patriot loves; 
But patriots differ, ſome may ſhedtheir blood, 
He drinks his coffee, for the public good; 
Conſults the ſacred ſteam, and there foreſees 
What ſtorms, or ſunſhine providence decrees, 
Knows for each day the weather of our fate: 
A Quid-nunc is an almanack of ſtate. 
You ſmile, and think this ſtateſman void of uſe. 
Why may not time his {ſecret worth produce? 
Since apes can roaſt the choice cafantan nut, 
Since ſeeds of genius are expert at Put, 
Since half the ſenate not content can ſay. 
Geeſenations ſave, and puppies plots betray. 
W x a T makes him model realms, and counſel kings? 


An incapacity for ſmaller things. 


Poor 


or 
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Poor Chremes can't conduct his own eſtate, 
And thence has undertaken Europe's fate. 


GEHENNO leaves the realm to Chreme- skill, 
And boldly claims a province higher (till, 
To raiſea name, th' ambitious boy has got 
At once a bible, and a ſhoulder-knot ; 
Deep in the ſecret he looks thro” the whole, 
And pities the dull rogue that faves his foul ; 
To talk with reverence you muſt take good heed, 
Nor ſhock his tender reaſon with the creed. 
How: eber, well-bred, in publick he complies, 
Obliging friends alone with blaſphemies. 

PEERAGE is poiſon, good eſtates are bad 
For this diſeaſe; poor rogues run ſeldom mad. 
Have not a- tainders brought unhop'd relief, 
And falling ſtocks quite cur'd an unbelief ? 
While the ſan ſhines Blunt talks wich wond'rous force; 
But thunder marrs ſmall beer, and weak diſcourſe. 
Such uſeful inſſruments the weather ſhow, 
Juſt as their mercury is high or low. 

HEALTH chiefly keeps an atheiſt in the dark; 
A fever argues better than a clarke; 


Let 


| 
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Let but the logick in his pulſe decay, M 
The Grecian he'll renounce, and learn to pray; F 
While C mourns with an unfeigned zeal A 
Th' apoſtate youth, who reaſon'd once ſo well. A 

C who makes ſo merry with the creed, V 
He almoſt thinks he disbelieves indeed; / 
But only thinks fo ; to give both their due, I 
Sa tan, and he, believe, and tremble too. I 


Or ſome for Glory ſuch the boundleſs rage, 
That they're the blackelt ſcandal of their age. 


NARCISSUS the tartarian club diſclaims, 
Nay, a ſree- maſon with ſome terror names, 
Omits no duty, nor can envy lay 
He miſs d theſe many years the church, or play 
He makes no noile in parliament, tis true, 
But pays his debts, and viſit, when tis due; 
His character, and gloves are ever clean, 
And then, he can outbow the bowing Dean; 
A ſmile eternal on his lip he wears, 
W hich equally the wiſe, and worthleſs ſhares, 
In gay fatigues this moſt undaunted chiet 
Patient of idleneſ beyond belief, 

Moſt 


IV: 
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Moſt charitably lends the town his face 
For ornament, in every publick place; 
As ſure, as cards, he to the aſſembly comes, 
And is the furniture of drawing-rooms. 
When Ombre calls, his hand, and heart are free, 
And, joyn'd to two, he fails not to make three. 
Narciſſus is the glory of his race : 
For who does nothing with a better grace ? 
T o deck my liſt, by nature were deſign'd 
Such ſhining expletives of human kind, 
Who want, while thro” blank lite they dream along, 
Senſe to be right, and paſſion to be wrong. 


To counterpoiſe this hero of the mode, 
Some for renown are ſingular, and odd; 
What other men diſlike is ſure to pleaſe 
Of all mankind theſe dear antipodes ; 
Throꝰ pride, not malice, they run counter ſtill, 
Andbirth-days are their days of dreſſing ill. 
Arb. is a tool, and F— a ſage, 
Sy will fright you, E—. engage, 
By nature ſtreams run backward, flame deſcends, 
Stones mount, and S. is the worſt ot friends. 

| THET 
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THe x take their reſt by day, and wake by night, 

And bluſh, it you ſurprize them in the right, 

If they by chance blurt out, ere well aware, 

A ſwan is white, or 29 is fair. 
NorTHING exceeds in ridicule, no doubt, 

A fool in faſhion, but a fool that's out; 

His paſſion for abſurdity's fo ſtrong, 

He cannot bear a rival in the wrong. 

Tho'wrong the mode, comply; more ſenſe is ſhewn 

In wearing others follies, than your own, 

If what is out of faſhion moſt you prize, 

Methinks you ſhould endeavour to be wiſe. 


Bur what in oddneſs can be more ſublime 
Than S, the foremoſt teyman of his time? 
His nice ambition lies in curious fancies, 
His daughter's portion a rich ſhell inhances, 
And Aſhmole's baby-houſe is, in his view, 
Britanxia's golden mine, a rich Peru 
How his eyes languiſh ? how his thoughts adore 
That painted coat which Foſeph never wore ? 
He ſhews on holidays a facred pin, 
That touch'd the ruff, that touch'd Queen Beſz's chin, 


Since | 


IV, 


| 


Sat. IV. The Univerſal Paſſion. 
« Since that great dearth our chronicles deplore, 


« Since the great plague that ſwept as many more, 
« Was ever year unbleſt as this?” he'll cry, 

It has not brought us one new butterfly ! 

In times that ſuffer ſuch leara'd men as the/e, | 


Unhappy I—y! how came you to pleaſe ? 


No x gawdy butterflies are Lico's game; 
But, in efteR, his chace is much the ſame, 
Warm in purſuit, he levtes all the great, 

Stanch to the foot of title, and eſtate, 
Where-e'er their lordſhips go, they never find, 
Or Lico, or their ſhadows lagg behind; 

He ſets them ſure, where-c'er their lordſaips run, 
Cloſe at their elbows, as a morning-dun ; 

As if their grandeur, by contagion, wrought, 
And fame was, likea fever, to be caught : 

But after ſeven years dance from place to place, 
The * Dane is more familiar with his grace. 

Wno'd be acrutch to prop a rotten peer; 
Or living pendant, dangling at his ear, 

H 


* A daniſh Dag. 
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For ever whiſp'ring ſecrets, which where blown 
For months before, by trumpets, thro? the town ? 
Who'd be a glaſs, with flattering grimace, 

Still to reflect the temper of his face; 

Or happy pin to ſtick upon his ſleeve, 

When my lord's gracious, and vouchſafes it leayez 
Or cuſhion, when his heavineſs ſhall pleaſe 

To loll, or thump it for his better eaſe; 

Or a vile butt, for noon, or night beſpoke, 

When the peer raſhly ſwears he'll club his joke? 
Who'd ſhake with laughter, tho? he cou'd not find 
His lordſhip's jeſt ; or, if his nole broke wind, 
For bieflings to the Gods profoundly bow, 

That can cry chimney-ſweep, or drive a plough ? 

With terms like theſe how mean the tribe that cloſe ? 


Scarce meaner they, who terms, like theſe, impoſe, 


Bu r what's the tribe moſt likely to comply ? 
The men of ink, or antient authors lye ; 
The writing tribe, who ſhameleſs au&ions hold 
Of praiſe, by inchof candle to be ſold. 
All men they flatter, but themſelyes the moſt 


With deathleſs fame, their everlaſting boaſt ; 


For 
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For fame no cully makes ſo much her jeſt, 

As her old, conſtant ſpark, the bard profeſt; 

« B-—le ſhines in council, M-—t in the fight, 


* ms magnificent; but I can write, 


And what to my great ſoul like glory dear?” 


"Till ſome God whiſpers in his tingling ear, 
That fame's unwholſome taken without meat, 
And life is beſt ſuſtain'd by what is eat; 
Grown lean, and wiſe, he curſes what he writ, 
And wiſhes all his wants were in his wie, 

An! what avails it, when his 4inner*s loſt, 
That his triumphant name adorns a poſt ? 
Or that his ſhining page, (provoking fate!) 
Defends ſirloyas, which ſons of dullneſs eat? 

War foeto verſe without compaſſion hears ? 
What cruel proſe- man can refrain from tears? 
When the poor muſe, for leſs than half a crown, 
A proſtitute on every bulk in town, | 
With other whores undone, tho? not in print, 
Clubs credir for Geneva in the Adint ? 

VE bards! why will youling, tho? uninſpir'd? 
Ye bards! why will you /arve, to be admir'd : 


H 2 Defunci 
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 Deſunit by Phabus laws, beyond redreſs, 
Why will your ſpectres haunt the frighted preſs? 
Bad metre, that excreſcence of the Eca:!, 


Like hair, will ſprout, altho' the poct's dead. 


AL rt other trades demand, verle-makers beg; 
Adedication is a wooden leg; | 
And barren Labeo, the true mumper's faſhion, 
Expoſes borrow'd brags to move compaſſion. 
Tho ſuch my elf, vile Lards I difcommend, 
Nay more, tho' gentle Damon is my friezd. 
* Istthena crime to wrize?” — if talents rare 
Proclaim the God, the crime is to forbear ; 
For ſome, tho” few, there are large-minded men, 
Who watch unſ22n the labours of the pen, 
Who know the mulſe's worth, and therefore court, 
Their deeds her theme, their bounty her ſupport, 
Who ſerve, una d, the leaſt pretence to wit; 
My ſole excule, alas! for having vertr. 
Will H pardon, it I dare commend 
H,, with zeal a patron, anda friend ? 
Vl true wit is ſtudious to reſtore, 
And D {miles, if Fes faild before, 
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2. t v in years the long-loy'd arts admires, 
And Henrietta like a muſe inſpires, 

* Bu T ah! not inſpiration can obtain 
That fame, which poets languiſh for in yain. 
How mad their aim ? who thirſt for glory, ſtrive 
To graſp, what no man can poſſeſs alive. 
Fame's a reverſion in which men take place 
(O late reverſion!) at their own deceaſe. 
This truth ſagacious Lintot knows ſo well, 
He ſtarves his authors, that their works may ſell, 


TNA fameis wealth, fantaſtick poets cry ; 
That wealth is fame, another clan reply, 
Who know no guilt, no ſcandal but in rags; 
And fell in juſt proportion to their bags. 
Nor only the low-born, deform'd, and old 
Think glory nothing but the beaws of gold, 
The firſt young lord, which in the Mall you meet, 
Shall match the verieſt huncks in Lombard. ſtraet, 
From reſcu'd candle's ends who rais'd a ſum, 
And ſtarves to joina penny to a plumb. 
A beardlef; miſer ? 'tis a guilt unknown 
To former times, a ſcandal all our own, 
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Or ardentloyers, the true modern band 
Will mortgage Celia to redeem their land. 
For love, young, noble, rich Caſtallio dies; 
Name but the fair, love {wells into his eyes. 
Divine Monimia, thy fond fears lay down 
No rival can prevail, but half a Crown. 

H x glories to late times to be convey'd, 
Not for the poor he has reliev d, but made. 
Not ſuch ambition his great fathers fir'd, 
When Harry conquer'd, and half France expir'd. 
He'd be a ſlave, a pimp, a dog for gain, 
Nay, a dull ſheriff for his golden chain. 


« WHro'p be a ſlave?“ the gallant Colonel cries, 
While love of glory ſparkles from his eyes. 
To deathleſs fame he loudly pleads his right. 
Juſt is his title, for 1 will not fight: = 
All ſoldiers valour, all divines have grace, 
As maids of honour beauty,. by their place, 
But, when indulging on the laſt campaign, 
His lofty terms climb o'er the hills of ſlain, 
He gives the foes he ſlew, at each vain word, 
A ſweet revenge, and haif-atſolves his (word, 


Or 


* 
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5 O & boaſting more than of a bomb afraid, 
A ſoldier ſhould be modeſt, as a maid : 
Fame is a bubble the reſery'd enjoy, 
Who ftrive to graſp it, as they touch, deſtroy : 
Tis the world's debt to deeds of high degree; 
But if you pay your ſelf, the world is free. 
WERE there notongue to ſpeak them but his own, 


Anguſtus deeds in arms had ne'er been known, 
Auguſtus deeds; if that ambiguous name 
Confounds my reader, and miſguides his aim, 
Such is the prince's worth, of whom I ſpeak, 
The Roman would not bluſh at the miſtake. 


* 
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O faireſt of creation! laſt and beſt 
Of all God's works ! Creature, in whom excelPd 
Whatever can to fight, or thought be form'd 
Holy, divine, good, amiable, or ſweet ! 
How art thou loſt ! 
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D R reigns ambition in bold man alone; 


Soft female hearts the rude invader 
own, 
But, here indeed, it deals in nicer 


things 


Than routing armes, and dethroning lings. 
Attend, and you diſcern it in the fair 
Conduct a finger, or reclaim a hair; 

Or rowl the lucid orbit of an ee; 

Or in full joy elaborate a ſer). 


Tu x ſex we honour, tho their faults we blame ; 
Nay thank their faults for ſuch a /ra:rful theme. 
Atheme, fair! doubly kind to me, 
Since ſatyrizing thoſe, is prailing thee ; 
1 2 W 2 
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Who wouldſt not bear, too modeſtly refin'd, 
A panegyrick of a groſler kind, 


BRITANNTA's daughters, much more fairthan nice, 
Too fond of admiration, loſe their price; 


Worn in the publick cye, give cheap delight 
To throngs, and tarniſh to the ſated fight. 
As unreſerv'd, and beauteous, as the ſun, 
Thro' every ſien of vanity they run; 

Aſſeml es, parks, coarſe feaſts in city-halls, 
Lectures, and tryals, plays, committees, balls, 
Wells, bedlams, executions, Smithfieid-\ſcenes, 


And fortune-tellers caves, and lyons dens, 
Taverns, exchanges, bridewells, drawing-rooms, 
Inſtalments, pillories, coronations, tombs, | 
Tumblers, and funerals, puppet-ſhews, Reviews, 


Sales, races, rabbets, (and ſtill ſtranger!) pews. 


CLARINDA's boſom burns, but burns for fame; 
And love lies vanquiſht in a aol ler flame: | 
Warm gleams of hope ſhe, now, diſpenſes; then, 
Like Afril. ſuns, dives into clouds agen. 

With all her luſtre, now, her lover warms; 


Ihen, out of oſtentation, hides her charms. 
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"Tis, next, her pleaſure ſweetly to complain, 
And to be taken with a ſudden pain ; 
Then, ſhe ſtarts up all eeſtaſie, and bliſs, 
e, And is, ſweet ſoul! juſt as ſincere in this. 
O how ſhe rowls her charming eyes in /pight ! 
And looks delightfully with all her might! 
But like our heroes, much more brave, than wile, 
She conquers for the triumph, not the prize, 


Z AR A reſembles Xtna crown'd with ſnows; 
Without ſhe freezes, and within ſhe glows ; 
Twice ere the ſun deſcends, with zeal inſpir'd, 
From the vain converſe of the world retir'd, 

She reads the p/alms, and chapters for the day 
In Cleopatra, or the laſt new play. 
Thus gloomy Zara witha ſolemn grace 
Deceives mankind, and hides behind her face, 


| No n far beneath her in renown is ſhe 

| Who, thro” good-breeding, is ill- company. 
Whoſe manners will not let her larum ceaſe, 

| Who thinks you are unhappy, when ar peace; 
To find you neus who racks her ſubtile head, 


And yows-— that her great grandfather is dead. 
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A dearth of words a woman need not fear, 
But 'tis a task indeed to learn— ts hear. 
In that the skill of converſation lies, 


That ſhows, or makes you both polite, and wiſe, 


Z ANTIPPEcries “ let nymphs who nought can ſay, 
« Beloſt in ſilence, and reſign the day: 
And let the guilty wife her guilt confeſs 
*© By tame behaviour, and a ſoft addreſs.” 
Thro' virtue, ſhe refuſes to comply 
With all the dictates of humanity; 
Thro' wiſdom, ſhe refuſes to ſubmit 
To wiſdom's rules, and raves to prove her wit : 
Then, her unblemiſht honour to maintain, 
Rejects her husband's kindneſs wi. h diſdain, 
But it by chance an ill-adapted word 
Drops from the lip of her unwary lord, 
Her darling china in a whirlwind ſent 


Juſt ;ztimares the lady's diſcontent, 


WINE may indeed excite the meekeſt dame, 
But keen Zantippe ſcorning borrow'd flame, 
Can vent herthunders, and her lightnings play, 


O'er cooling gruel, and compoling tea. 


Nor 
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Nor reſts by night, but more ſincere than nice, 
She ſhakes the curtains with her kind advice. 

Doubly like eccho, ſound is her delight, 
And the laſt word is her eternal right. 


Ist not enough plagues, wars, and famines riſe 
To laſh our crimes, but muſt our wives be wiſe ? 


FaMiNE, plague, war, ard an unnumber'd throng 
Of guilt-avenging i!ls, to man belong; 
What black, what ceaſeleſs cares beſiege our ſtate ? 
What ſtroaks we feel from fancy, and from fate ? 
if fate forbears us, fancy ſtrikes the blow, 
We make misfortune, Suicide in woe. 
Superfluous aid! unneceſſary skill! 
Is nature backward to torment, or kill? 
How oft the 00n, how oft the midnight bell, 
(That iron tongue of death !) with ſolemn knell, 


On fol'y's errands, as we vainly roam, 


Knocks at our hearts,and finds our thoughts from home ? 
Men drop ſo faſt, ere life's mid ſtage we tread, 
Few know ſo many friends alive, as dead. 
Yet, as immortal, in our uphill chace 
We preſs coy fortune with unſlacken'd pace; 
Our ardent labours for the toys we ſeek, 
Jain night to day, and ſunday to the week. 
Our 
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Our very joys are anxious, and expire 

Between ſatiety and fierce deſire. 

Now what reward for all this grief, and toil 


Zut one; a female friend's endearing ſmile ; 
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A tender (mile, our ſorrow's only balm, 

And in life's tempeſt, the ſad ſailor's calm. 
HK ow have I ſeen a gentle Nymph draw nigh, 

Peace in her air, perſuaſion in her eye; 

Victorious tenderneſs! itall o'ercame, 

Husbands look'd mild, and ſavages grew tame, | 


T uE Sylvanrace our active nymphs purſue ; | = 
Man is not all the game they have in view : ( 
In woods, and fields their glory they compleat, 
There Maſter Betty leaps a five-barr'd gate; | 
While fair Miſs Charles to toilets is contin'd, 
Nor raſhly tempts the barbarous ſun, and wind. 1 
Some nymphs affect a more heroick breed, = 
And yault from hunters to the manag d ſteed; 3 


Command his prancings with a martial air, 
And Fobert has the forming ot the fair. 3 


Mok e than one ſteed mult Delia's empire feel, ( 
W ho ſits triumphant o'er the flying wheel; ; 1 
And as ſhe guides it thro' the admiring throng, N 


With what an air ſhe ſmacks tlie ſilken thong ? 
Graceful, 
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Graceful, as John, ſhe moderates the reins, 
And whiſtles ſweet her diwretick (trains, 
Seſeftris-like, ſuch charioteers as theſe 

May drive ſix harneſt monarchs, if they pleaſe. 
They drive, row, run, with love of glory ſmit, 


Leap, ſwim, ſhoot-flying, and pronounce on wit. 


O'E x the Belle-lettre lovely Daphne reigns ; 


Again the God Apollo wears her chains. 
With legs toſt high on her ſophee ſhe ſits, 


Vouchſafing audience to contending wits z 


| ol each performance ſhe's the final teſt 
One act read o'er, ſhe propheſies the reſt ; 


And then pronouncing with deciſive air, 


ſhe's fair, 


Fully convinces all the town 
Had lovely Daphne Kecateſſa's lace, 
How would her elegance of taſte decreaſe? 
Some ladies judgment, in their features, lyes, 
And all their genius ſparkles from their eyes. 
Bu r hold, ſhe crys, lampooner ! have a care: 
| Muſt I want common ſenſe, becauſe I'm fair 
Ono: ſee Stella, her gyes ſhine as bright, 
As if her tongue was never inthe right 
And yet what real learning, judgment, fire! 
She ſeems inſpir'd, and can herſelf inſpire; 
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How then (if malice rul'd not all the fair) 

Could Daphne publiſh, and could ſhe forbear? 

We grant that beauty is no bar to ſenſe, 

Nor is't a ſanction for impertinence. 


| SEMPRONIA lik'd her man, and well ſhe might, 
The youth in perſon, and in parts was bright; 
Poſleſt of every virtue, grace, and art, 
That claims juſt empire o'er the female heart. 
He met her paſſion, all her ſighs return'd, 
And in full rage of youthful ardour burn'd. | 


Large his poſſeſſions, and beyond her own; 
Their bliſs the theme, and envy of the town. 


The day was fixt; when with one acre more 
In ſtept deform'd, debauch'd, diſeas'd three/core. 
The fatal ſequel I thro* ſhame forbear. 


Of pride, and av'rice who can cure the fair ? 


Max's rich with little, were his judgment true, 
N ature is frugal, and her wants are few 
Thoſe few wants anſwer'd bring ſincere delights, 
But fools create themſelves new appetites. 
Fancy, and pride ſeek things at vaſt expence, 
Which reliſh nor to reaſon, nor to ſenſe. 


When | 


— —  _ — 


Fat. V. The Univerſal Paſſion. 77 


When ſurſeit, or unthantſulneſi deſtroys, 

In nature narrow ſphere, our ſolid joys, 

In fancy's airy land of noiſe, and ſhow, 

Where nought but dreams, no real pleaſures grow, 
Like cats in air-pumps, to ſubſiſt we ſtrive 


On joys too thin to keep the ſoul alive. 


LEMIR A's ſick, make haſte, the doctor call: 
He comes : but where's his patient? at the ball, 
The doctor ſtares, her woman curt'ſies low, 

And crys, ** my lady, Sir, is always fo. 

« Diverſions put her maladies to flight 

* True, ſhe can't ffand, but the can dance all night. 
„ Ive known my lady (tor ſhe loves a tune) 

For fevers take an opera in June. 

And tho' perhaps, you'll think the practice bold, 
A midnight park is ſovereign for a cold. 

e With collicks, breakfaſts of green fruit agree; 

© With indigeſtion, ſupper juſt at three.“ 


Aſtrange alternative! replies Sir H 


55 
Muſt women have a doctor, or a dance? 

Thoꝰ ſick to death, abroad they (ately roam, 
Dut droop and die, in perfect health, at home. 
For want but not of health, are ladies ill, 
And tickets cure beyond the doctor's- bill. 
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AL as! my heart, how languiſhingly fair | 
Yon lady lolls? with what a tender air? 
Pale as a young dramatick author, when 
O'er darling lines fell Cibber waves his pen. 
Is her lord angry, or has * Viny chid ? 
Dead is her father, or the mask forbid ? 
« Late ſitting up has turn'd her roſes white.” 
Why went ſhe not to bed? becauſe 'twas night :" 
Did ſhe then dance, or play? * nor this, nor that.“ 
Well, night ſoons ſteals away in pleaſing chat. 
% No, all alone, her pray rs ſhe rather choſe, 
Than be that vreteh to ſleep till morning roſe. 
Then lady Cn bia, miſtreſs of the ſhade, 
Goes, with the ſaſhionable owls, to bed. 
This her pride covets, this her health denies 


Her ſoul is ſillx, but her body's wiſe. 


OraYrns with curious arts dim charms revive, 
And triumph inthe bloom of A ve. 
You inthe morning a fair nymph invite, 
To keep her word a brown one comes at night; 
Next day ſhe ſhinesin gloſly black, and then 


Reyoiyes into her native red agen. 


Like 
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Like a doveꝰs neck, ſhe ſhifts her tranſient charms, 


And is her on dear rival in your arms. 


B u T one admirer has the painted laſs, 
Nor finds that one, but in ber look ing-glaſs. 
Yet Laura's beautiful to ſuch exceſs, 
That all her art ſcarce makes her pleaſe the leſs : 
Todeck the female cheek he only knows, 
Who paints leſs fair the lilly, and the ro/e, 


Ho w gay hey (mile? ſuch bleſſings nature pours, 
O'er-ſtockt mankind enjoy but half her ſtores; 


In diſtant wilds, by human eyes unſeen, 


She rears her flow'rs, and ſpreads her velvet green, 
| Puregurgling rills the lonely deſart trace, 
And waſetheir muſick on the ſavage race. 
Is zature then a niggard of her bliſs? 
Repine we guiltleß in a world like this? 
| Butourlewd taſtes her lawful charms refuſe, 
And painted arts deprav'd allurement chuſe. 
Such Fulvia's paſſion for the town; freſh air 
( An odd effect) gives vapours to the fair: 
Green fielàs, and ſhady groves, and chry ſtal ſprings, 


And larks, and nightingales, are odious things; 
But 


78 LOYE of FAME, Sat. V. 


| 


But ſmoak, and duſt, and noiſe, and crouds, delight; 


And to be preſt to death tranſports her quite. 
Where ſilver riv'lets play thro'flow'ry meads, 


And woodb:mes give their ſweets, and limes their ſhades, 


Black kennels abſent odours ſhe regrets, 
And ſtops her noſe at beds of violets, 

I s ſtormy life prefer'd to the ferene ? 
Or is the publick to the private ſcene? 
Retir'd, we tread a ſmooth, and open way; 
Thro' briars, and brambles in the world we ſtray, 
Steiff oppoſition, and perplext debate, 
And thorny care, and rank and ſtinging hate, | 
Which choak our paſſage, our career controul, 
And wound the firmeſt temper of the ſoul, 
O ſacred ſolitude! divine retreat! 
Choice of the prudent! envy of the great! 
By thy pure ſtream, or in thy waving ſhade, 
We court fai wiſdom, that celeſtial maid : 
The genuine offspring ot her loy'd embrace, 
(Strangers on earth!) arc in gocence, and peace. 
There, from the ways of men lay'd ſafe aſhore, 
We (mile to hear the diſtant tempeſt roar; 
There, bleſt with health, with buſineſs unperplext, 


This life we reliſh, and enſure the next; 
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There too the Muſes ſport; theſe numbers free, 
Pierian Eaſtbury I owe to thee. 


| THERE ſport the Muſes; but not there alone: 
T heir ſacred force Amelia feels in town. 

Nought but a genius can a genius fit; 

A wit herſelf, Amelia weds a wit, 

Both wits! tho' miracles are {aid to ceaſe, 

Three days, three wond'rous days! they liy'd in peace; 
With the fourth ſun a warm diſpute aroſe, 
On Durfy's poeſy, and Bunnyan's proſe. 

The learned war both wage with equal force, 
And the fifth morn concluded the divorce. 


PHOEBE, tho' ſhe poſſeſſes nothing leſs, 
Is proud of being rich in happineſs. 
Laboriouſly purſues deluſive toys, 


Content with pains, ſince they're reputed joys 3 
With what well- acted tranſport will ſhe lay, 
Well ſure, we were ſo happy yeſterday ! 
And then that charming party for to-morrow /” 
Tho' well ſhe knows, *twill languiſh into ſorrow, 
But ſhe dares never boaſt the preſent hour, 

So groſs that cheat, it is beyond her power. 


For 
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For ſuch is or our weakneſs, or our curſe, 
Or rather ſuch our crime, which till is worſe, 
The preſent moment like a wite we ſhun, | 
And ne'er enjoy, becauſe it is our own, 

PLEASURES are few, and fewer we enjoy; 
Pleaſure, like Quick-faiwer, is bright, and coy; 
We ſtrive to graſp it with our utmoſt skill, 
Still it eludes us, and it glitters ſtill : 
If ſeia d at laſt, compute your mighty gains, 
What is it, but rank poy ſon in your yeins ? 


As Flavia in her glaſs an angel ſpies, 
Pride whiſpers in her ear pernicious lies; 
Tells her, while ſhe ſurveys a face ſo fine, 
There's no ſatiety of charms divine : 
Hence, it her lover yawns,all chang'd appears 
Her temper, and ſhe melts (ſweet ſoul!) in tears. 
She fond and young, laſt week, her wiſh enjoy'd, 
In ſoft amuſement all the night employ'd, 
The morning came, when Strephon waking found 
(Surpriſing ſight !) his bride in ſorrow drown'd, 
*© What miracle, ſays Strephon, make: thee weep ? 


Ah barbarous man, ſhe cries, how cou'd you ſleep?” 


MEN love a miſtreſs, as they love a feaſt ; 
How grateful one to touch, and one to taſte? 
Yet 
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Yet ſure there is a certain time of day, 

We wiſh our miſtreſs, and our meat away; 

But ſoon the ſated appetites return, = 
Again our ſtomachs crave, our baſoms burn. 

Eternal love let man, then, neyer ſwear ; 

Let women never triumph, nor deſpair. 

Nor praiſe, nor blame, too much, the warm, or chill; 


Hunger, and loye are foreign to the will. 


THERE isindeeda paſſion morerefin'd, 
For thoſe few nymphs whoſe charms are of the mind. 
But not of that unfaſhionable ſer 
Is Phillis : Phillis and her Damon met. 
Eternal love exactly hits her taſte ; 
Phillis demands eternal love at leaſt, 
Embracing Phillis with ſoft-ſmiling eyes, 
Eternal love I vow, the ſwain replies, 
Butſay, my all! my miſtreſs, and my friend / 
What day next week the eternity [hall end ? 


SoME nymphs prefer aſtronomy to love; 
Elope from mortal men, and range aboye. 
The fair philoſopher to Rowley flies, 


Where ina box the whole creation lies. 


L She 
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She ſees the planets in their turns advance 
And ſcorns, Poitier, thy ſublunary dance. 
Ot Deſagulier ſhe beſpeaks freſh air, 

And Whiſton has engagements with the fair, 


W + a T vain experiments Sehronia tries! 
*Tis not in air-pumps the gay colonel dies. 
But tho' to-day this rage of ſcience reigns, 
(O fickle ſex!) ſoon end her learned pains. 
Lo! Pug from Jupiter her heart has got, 


Turns out the ſtars, and Newton is a ſot. 


To turn, ſhe never took the height 
Of Saturn, yet isever in the right, 


She ſtrikes each point with native force of mind, 
While puzzled learning blunders far behind. 


Graceful to fight, and elegant to thought, 


The great are vanquiſh'd, and the w'/ſe are taught. 
Her breeding finiſh'd, and her temper ſweet, 
When ſerious, eaſy; and when gay, diſcreet; 
In glittering ſcenes, o'er her own heart, ſevere ; 
In crouds, collected; and in courts, ſincere; 


Sincere, and warm, with zeal well- underſtood, 


She takes a noble pride in doing good, 


Sat. V. 


Yet 


Sat. V. The Univerſal Paſſion. 


Yet not ſuperior to her ſex's cares, 

The mode ſhe fixes, by the gown ſhe wears; 

Of ſilks, and china ſhe's the laſt appeal; 

In theſe great points ſhe leads the common-weal ; 
And if diſputes of empire riſe between 

Meckl;n the queen of lace, and Colberteen, 

Tis doubt! tis darkneſs! till ſuſ pended fate 
Aſſumes her nod to cloſe the grand debate. 

When ſuch her mind, why will the fair expreſs 


Their emulation only in their dreſs ? 


Bur O! the nymph that mounts above the , 
And, gratis, clears religious myſteries ! 
Reſoly'd the church's welfare to enſure, 

And make her family a ſine- cure. 

The theme divine at cards ſhe'll not forget, 
But takes in texts of ſcripture at piquet; 

In thoſe licentious meetings acts the prude, 
And thanks her maler that her cards are good. 
What angels wou'd theſe be, who thus excel 
In theologicks, cou'd they ſew as well! 

Yet why ſnou' d not the fair her text purſue ? 
Can ſhe more decently the doctor wooe ? 

»Tis hard too, ſhe who makes no uſe but chat 


Of her religion, ſhou'd be barr'd in that. 
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ISA AC, a brother of the canting ſtrain, 
When he has knock'd at his own skull in vain, 
To beauteous Marcia often will repair 
With a dark text, to light it at the ſair. 
O how his pious ſoul exults to find 
Such love for holy men in womankind ? 
Charm'd with her learning, with what rapture, he 
Hangs on her bloom, like an induſtrious bee, 
flums round about her, and with all his power 
Extratts (weet wiſdom from ſo fair a flower? 


THe young and gay declining, Abra flies 
At nobler game, the mighty and the wiſe : 


By nature more an eagle, than a dove, 


She impiouſly prefers the world to love. 


Can wealthgive happineſs? look round, and ſee 


What gay diſtreſs! what ſplendid miſery ! 
Whatever fortune laviſhly can pour 

The mind annihilates, and calls for more, 
Wealih is a cheat, believe not what it lays, 
Like any lord it promi/es— and pays. 

How will the miſer ſtartle to be told 


Ot ſucha wonder, as inſolvent gold ? 


What 
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What nature wants has an intrinſick weight; 

All more, is but the faſhion of the plate, 

Which, tor one moment, charms the fickle yiew, 
It charms us now, anon we caſt anew, 

To ſome freſh birth of fancy more inclin'd : 

Then wed not acres, but a noble mind. 


M1$STAKEN lovers who make worth their care, 
And think accompliſhments will win the fair : 
The fair tis true by genius ſhou'd be won, 
As fw'rs untold their beauties tothe ſun ; 
And yet in female ſcales a fop outweighs, - 
And wit muſt wear the willow, with the bays. 
Nought ſhines ſc bright in vain Liberia's eye 
As riot, impudence, and perfidy; 
The youth of fire, that has drunk-deep, and play'd, 
And kill'd his man, and triumph'd o'er his maid ; 
For him, as yet unhang'd, ſhe ſpreads her charms, 
Snatches the dear deſtroyer to her arms; 
And amply gives, (tho' treated long amiſs) 


The man of merit his revenge in this. 


Ir youreſent, and wiſh a woman ill, 


But turn her o'er one moment to her will. 
THE 
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TAE languid lady next appears in ſtate, 
Who was not born to carry her own weight; 
She lolls, reels, ſtaggers, till ſome foreign aid 
To her own ſtature lifts the ſeeble maid. 

Then, if ordain'd to fo ſevere a doom, 

She, by juſt ſtages, jcurneys round the room: 
But knowing her own weakneſs, ſhe deſpairs 
To ſcale the Hlps —- that is, aſcend the ſtairs. 
My fan! let others ſay who laugh at toil; 

Fan! hood! glove! cart ! is her lacozick (tyle. 
And that is ſpoke with ſuch a dying fall, 

That Betty rather fees, than hears the call: 

The motion of her lips, and meaning eye 
Piece out the idea her faint words deny. 


O liſten with attention moſt profound! 


Her voice is but the ſhadow of a ſound, 


And help! O help! her ſpirits are ſo dead, 
One hand ſcarce lifts the other to her head. 

If, there, a ſtubborn pin it triumphs o'cr, 
She pants! ſhe ſinks away! and is no more, 
Let the robuſt, and the gygantick carve, 

Life is not worth ſo much, ſhe'd rather ſtarve; 


But che tu ſhe muſt herielf, ah cruel fate! 


That Rœſolinda can't by proxy eat. 


' 
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AN antidote in female caprice lies 


(Kind heaven!) againſt the poy/on of their eyes. 


THALESTRIS triumphs in a manly mein, 
Loud is her accent, and her phrale obſcene. 
In fair, and open dealing where's the ſhame? 
What nature dares to give, ſhe dares t name. 
This honeſt fellow is ſincere, and plain, 
And juſtly gives the jealous husband pain. 
(Vain is the task to petticoats aſſign'd, | 
If wanton language ſhews a naked mind.) 
And now and then, to grace her cloquence, 
An oath ſupplies the vacancies of ſenſe. 
Hark! the ſhrill notes tranſpierce the yielding air, 
And teach the neighbouring ecchoes how to ſwear. 
By Jove, is taint, and for the ſimple fwain; 
Se, on the chriſtian ſyſtem, is prophane. 
But tho” the vollyrattles in your ear, 
Believe her dreſs, ſhe's not a grenadeer. 
If thunder's awtul, how much more our dread, 
When Fove deputes a lady in his ſtead ? 
Alady ! pardon my miſtaken pen, 
A ſhameleſs woman is the wor} of men. 
b w togood-breeding make a juſt pretence, 
Good. breedi ng is the bloſſom of good lenle ; 
The 
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Tue laſt reſult of an accompliſh'd mind, 

With outward grace, the body's virtue, join'd. 

A violated deceacy, now, reigns; 

And nymphs for failings take peculiar pains. 

With Indian painters modern toaſts agree, 

The point they aim at is deformity : 

They throw their perſons witha hoydon-air 

Acrols the room, and tſ into the chair. 

So far their commerce with mankind is gone, 
They, forour manners, have exchang'd their own. 
The modeſt look, the caſtigated grace, 

The gentle movement, and ſlow- meaſur d pace, 
For which her lovers dy'd, her parents pay d, 

Are indecorums with the modern maid. 

Stiff torms are bad, but let not worſe intrude, 

Nor conquer art, and nature, to be rude. 

Modern good- breeding carry to its height, 

And lady D 


ſelt will be polite. 


Y x riſing fair! Ve bloom of Britain's iſle 
When high- born Anna with a ſoften'd {mile 
Leads on your train, and ſparkles at your head, 
What ſeems moſt hard, is not to be well - bred. 
Her bright example with ſucceſs purſue, 

And all, but adoration, is your due. 
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And nought of Lyce but herſelf is old. 


Her ſtrange demand no mortal can approve, 
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Bu r adoration ? give me ſomething more, 
Cries Lyce, on the borders of threeſcore ; 
Nought treads ſo ſilent as the foot of time: 
Hence we miſtake our autumn for our prime; 
Tis greatly wiſe to know, before we're told, 
The melancholy news that we grow old. 
Autumaal Lyce carries in her face 
Memento mori to each publick place. 
O how your beating breaſt a miſtreſs warms 
Who looks throꝰ ſpectacles to ſee your charms! 
While rival undertakers hover round, 5 
And with his ſpade the ſexton marks the ground, 
Intent not on her own, but others doom, 
She plans new conqueſts, and defrauds the tomb. 
In vain the cock has ſummon'd frights away, 
She walks at noon, and blaſts the bloom of day. 
Gay rainbow ſilks her mellow charms infold, 


Her griſled locks aſſume a ſmirking grace, 
And art has levelPd her deep-turrow'd face. 


We'll ask her blaſing, but can't ask her love. 
She grants indeed a lady may decline, 
(All ladies but herſelf) at nineti - nine. 

N 
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O how unlike her was the ſacred age 


Of prudent Portia ? Her grey hairs engage, 
Whoſe thoughts are ſuitedto her life's decline. 
Virtues the paint that can make :rrinkles ſhine. 
That, and that only can old age ſuſtain; 
Which yet all wiſh, nor know they with for pain. 
Not numerous are our joys, wnen life is new, 
And yearly ſome are falling of the few; 

But when we conquer life's meridian ſtage, 
And downward tend into the vale of age, 
They drop a- pace; by nature ſome decay, 

And ſome the blaſts of fortune ſweep away 
Till naked quite of happineſs, aloud 

We call tor death, and ſhelter in a ſhroud, 


WHEKRe's Portia now ? — but Portia leſt behind 
Two lovely copies of her form, and mind, 
What heartuntouch'd their early griet can view, 
Like bluſhing roſe-buds dipt in morning dew ? 
Whointo ſhelter takestheir tender bloom, 
And forms their minds to fly from ills to come? 
The mind when turn'd adrift, no rules to guide, 
Drives at the mercy of the wind, and tide ; 
Fancy, and paſſion toſs it too and fro, 


A-while torment, and then quite ſent in woe, 


Ye 
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Ye beauteous orphans! ſince in ſilent duſt 

Your beſt example lies, my precepts truſt, 

Life ſwarms with ills, the boldeſt are afraid, 
Where then is ſafety for a tender maid ? 

Unfit for conflict, round beſet with woes, 

And man, whom leaſt ſhe fears, her worſt of foes! 
When kind, moſt cruel ; when oblig'd the moſt, 
The leaſt obliging ; and by favours, loſt. 

Cruel by nature, they for kindneſs hate, 

And ſcorn you for thoſe ills hemſelves create. 


If on your fame our ſex a blot has thrown, 


"Twill ever ſtick, thro' malice of your ows. 

Moſt hard ! in pleaſing your chief glory lies; 

And yet from pl-aſing your chief dangers riſe : 
Then pleaſe the beff : and know, for men of ſenſe 


Your ſtrongeſt charms are native innocence. 


Artson the mind, like paint upon the face, 
Frigat him, that's worth your love, from your embrace. 
In ſimple manners all che ſ. ecret lies, 

Be kind and virtuous, you'll be bleſt and wile, 
Vain pow, and noi, intoxicate the brain, 
Begin with giddineſs, and end in pain. 

Affe ct not empty ſame, and idle praiſe, 

Which, all thoſe wretches I deſcribe, betrays, 


Tour 
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Tour ſex's glory tis to ſhine unknown, 

Of ail applauſe, be fondeſt of your own. 
Beware the fever of the mind! that thirſt 
With which this age is eminently curſt. 

To drink of pleaſure but inflames deſire, 

And abſtinence alone can quench the fire, 
Take pain from life, and terror from the tomb, 
Giye peace in hand, and promiſe bliſs to come. 
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SATIRE VL 


Sought apatroneſs, but ſought in vain. | 
Apollo whiſper'd in my ear Germain. | 
| I know her not Your reaſon's ſome what odd; 1 
| «© Who knows his patron, now? reply d the God. | 

Men write, to me, and to the world, unknown 3 


«© Then ſteal great names to ſhield them from the Town, 1 
Detected worth, like beauty diſarray d. | 1 
; 
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* Tocovert flys, of praiſe itſelt afraid; 
Should ſhe refuſe to patronize your lays, 

la vengeance write a Volume in her praiſe. 

« Nor think it hard ſo great a length to run: 
VWben ſuch the theme, twill eaſily be done, . 
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ve Fair! todraw your excellence at length, 
Exceeds che narrow bounds of human ſtrength; 
N 2 You, 
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You, here, in miniature your pictures ſee 


Nor hope from Zincks more juſtice, than from me. 


My portraits grace your mind, as his your ſede; 


His portraits will mflame, mine quench your pride; 


He's dear, you ſrugal; chuſe my cheaper lay, 
And be your reformation all my pay. 


Lavinia is polite, but not prophane ; 
To Church as conſtant, as to Drury-lane. 
Shedecently, inform, pays Heav'n its due; 


And makes a civil viſit to her Pew. 


Her lifred fan, to give a ſolemn air, 

Conceals her face, which paſſes for a pray'r : 
Curt'fies to curt' ſies, then, with grace ſucceed, 
Not one the Fair omits, but at the creed. 

Or if ſhe joins the Service, *tis to bea; 

Thro' dreadful ſilence the pent heart might break 
Untaught to bear it, women talł away 

To God himſelf, and fondly think they pray. 

But ſweet their accent, and their air rei; 

For they're before their Maker. and manking: 
When ladies once are proud of praying well, 
Satan himſelf will toll the pariſh bell. 


Ac- 
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Acquainted with the World, and quite well bred, 

PDruſi receives her vilitants in bed. 

But chaſt as ice, this Veſta to dety 

The very blackeſt tongue of calumny, 

hen from her ſheets her lovely form lic lifts, 

She begs, you jaſt would turn ycu, white ſhe ſhifts, 
Thoſe charms are greateſt which decline the fight, 

That makes the Banquet poignant, and polite, 


There is no woman, where there's no reſerve; 


And tis on plenty your poor lovers ſtarve. 


| But with the modern Fair, meridian merit 
Ilsa ſierce thing, they call a»ymph of ſpirit. 
Murk well the rowlings of her flaming eye, 
And tread on tiptoe, if you dare draw nigh. 
Or if you take a lyon by the beard. * 

« Or dare defy the fell Hyrcanian Pard, 

0 Or arm'd Rhynoceros, or rough Ran Bear, 


Firſt male your will; and then con verſe with Her. 


This Lady glories in profuſe expence, 
And thinks diſtraction is magnificence, 
To beggar her gallant is ome delight, 
To be more fatal ſtill, is exquiſze, 
Ac- * Shakzſpear, 


Had 
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Had ever nymph ſuch reaſon to be glad? 

In duel tell two lovers, one run mad. 

Her foes their honeft execrations pour; 

Her lovers only ſhould deteſt her more. 

Thrice happy they! who think I boldly feign, 
And ſtartle at a Miſtreſs of my brain. 


Fla via is conſtant to her old Gallant, 
And generouſly ſupports himin his Want. 
But marriage is a fetter, is a ſnare, 
A hell, no Lady ſo polite can bear. 
She's faithful, ſhe's obſervant, and with pains 
Her angel-brood of baſtards ſhe maintains. 
Nor leaſt advantage has the Fair to plead, 
But that of guilt, above the marr:age-bed. 


Amaſia hates a prude, and ſcorns reſtraints 
Whate'er ſhe is, ſhe'll not appear a faint ; 
Her foul ſuperior flies formality, 
So gay her air, her conduct is ſo free, 
Some might ſuſpect the nymph not over-· good 
Nor wou'd they be miſtaken, if they ſnou d. 


Unmarry'd Abra puts on formal airs ; 
Her cuſhion's thread-bare with her conſtant prayers, 


Her 
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Her only grief is, that ſhe cannot be 

At once engag d in prayer, and charity. 

And this, to do her juſtice, muſt be ſaid, 
lo wou d not think that Abra was a maid? 


Some Ladies are too beauteous to be wed, 
For where's the man that's worthy of their bed ? 
If no diſeaſe reduce her pride before, 
Lavinia will be raviſht at threeſcore. 
Then ſhe ſubmits to venture in the dark ; 
And nothing, now, is wanting but her ſpark. 


Luciathinks happineſs conſiſts in ſtate; 


She wedsan ideot; but ſhe cats in plate. 


The goods of fortune, which her ſoul poſſeſs, 
Are but the ground of unmade happineſs; 
The rude material; Wiſdom add to this, 
Wiſdom the ſole artificer of bliſs. 
Shetrom herſelf, if ſocompell'd by need, 
Of thin content, can draw the ſubtle thread; 
But (no detraction to her ſacred skill) 
If ſhe can work in gold, tis better ſtill. 


If Tullia had been bleſt with half her ſenſe, 
None cou'd too much admire her excellence. 


1 


— — 
—— - — — — 
—— ty oe —⅛ i 22 — * %* 
10 — —ͤ— 2 


21 


— - -- 
PEE ER 226 


— — 


— —é— 


_ - 
"DAT. > £7. | 8 


100 LOVE of FAME, Sat. VI. 


But ſince ſhe can make error ſhine ſo bright, 

She thinks it vulgar to detend the right. 

With undeiſtanding is ſhe quite oer · run; 

And by too great accompliſhments undone, 

With skill ſhe vibrates her eternal tongue, 

For ever moſt divinely in the wrong. 
Nakedin nothing ſhould a woman be, 

Bu veil her very wit with modeſty ; 

Let man diſcover, let not her diſplay, 

But yicld her charms of mind with ſweet delay. 
For pleaſure form'd, perverſely ſome believe, 

To make themſelves important, men mult grieve, 

Lesb ia the fair, to fire her jealous Lord, 

Pretends, the Fop ſhe laughs at, is ador d. 

In vain ſhe's proud of ſecret innocence, 

The tact ſhe feigus were ſcarce a worſe offence, 
Altiraendow'd with every charm to bleſs, 

Has no deſign but on her husband's peace; 

Ile lov'd her much, and greatly was he moy'd 

At imall inquietudes in her he lov'd. 

Hot char mig this? The pleaſure laſted long; 

Now every day the fits comes thick, and ſtrong; 

At laſt he found the Charmer only ferg:.'d, 


And was diverted, when he ſhould be pain d. 


What 
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W hat greater vengeance have the Gods in ſtore ? 
How tedious life, now ſhe can plague no more? 
She trys her thouſand arts, but none ſucceed, 
She's forc'd a fever to procure indeed: 

Thus ſtrictly prov'd this virtuous, loving wie, 
Her husband's pain wasdearer than her liſe. 


Anxious Melania riſes to my view, 
Who never thinks her Lover pays his due: 
Viſit, preſent, treat, flatter, and adore; 
Her Majeſty, to-morrow, calls for more. 
His wounded ears complaints eternal fill, 
As unoil'd hinges, queriloufly ſkill, 
« You went laſt night with Celia to the ball. 


You prove it falſe. © Not go? that's worſt of all. 


Nothing can pleaſe her, nothing not inflame ; 
And arrant contradifions are the ſame. 

Her Lover mult be ſad, to pleatc her ſpleen, 
His mirth is an inexpiable lin, 

For of all Rivals that can pain her breaſt, 


There's one, that wounds far deeper than the reſt 


To wreck her quiet, the moſt dreadful ſneit 
Is, it her Lover dares enjoy himſelf, 
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And this, becauſe ſhe's exquilitely fair, 
Should I diſpute her beauty, how ſhe'd ſtare ? 
How would Melania be ſurpriz.'d to hear 
She's quite deform'd ? and yet the caſe is clear. 

What's female beauty, but an airdivine 
Thro' which the mind's all· gentle graces ſhine ? 
They, like th: ſun, irradiate all between 
The body charms, becauſe the ſoul is ſeen. 

Hence, men are often captives of a face, 

They know not why, of no peculiar grace; 

Some forms, tho bright, no mortal man can bear 
Some, none reſiſt, tho' uot exceeding fair. 


Aſoaſia's highly born, and nicely bred, 
Of taſte refin'd, in life and manners read, 
Yet reaps no fruit from her ſuperior ſenſe, 
But to be teaʒ d by her own excellence. 
« Folksare ſo auk ward] things ſo unpolite! 
She's elegantl pain'd from morn to night. 
Her delicacy's ſhock'd where · er ſhe goes, 
Each creature's imperſections, are her woes. 
Heav'n by its favours has the fair diſtreſt, 
And pour d ſuch bleſings—that ſhe caz't be bleſt. 


Ah 
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Ah! why Go vain, tho biooming in thy ſpring, 
Thou ſhining, frail, ador d, and wretched thing! 
Old age will come, diſeaſe may come before, 
Fiſteen is full as mortal as threeſcore. 

Thy tortune, andthy charms may ſoon decay ; 
But grant theſe ſugiti ves prolong their ſtay, 
Their baſis totters, their foundation ſhakes, 
Lite, that ſupports them, in.a moment breaks: 
T Then, wrought into the ſoul let virtues ſhine, 
The ground eternal, as the work divine. 
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Julia's a manager, ſhe's born for rule, 

| And knows her wiſer husband is a fool; 
Aſſemblies holds, and ſpins the ſubtie thread 
That guides the lover to his fair one's bed: 
Por difficult amours can ſmooth the way, 

And tender letters dictate, or convey. 

But if depriv d of ſuch important cares, 
Her wiſdom condeſcends to leſs affairs. 

For her oꝛon breakfaſt (he'll project a ſcheme, 
Nor tale her Tea without a ſtratagem; 
Preſides o'er trifles with a ſerious face, 

Important by the virtue of grimace. 
1 O's Ladics 
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Ladies ſupream among amuſements reign, 
By nature born to ſooth, and entertain; 
Their prudence ina ſhare of tolly lies, 


Why will they be ſo weak, as to be wi/c? 


Syrena is for ever in extreams, 
And wich a vengeance ſhe commends, or blames, 
Conicious of her diſcernment, which is good, 
She ſtrains too much to make it underſtood, 
Her j.2gment juit, her ſentence is too ſtrong ; 
Becauſe ſhe's ri ght, ſhe'sever in the wrong. 


Brune:ra's wile in actions great, and rare; 
But oras on trifle: to beſtow her care. 
Thus every hour Brunetta istoblame, 
Becauſe tac occaſion 15 bencath her aim. 
Think nought a trif:, tho it ſmall appear; 
Sali ſands the mountain, moments make the year ; 
And trifles life. Your care to trifles give, 
Or you may die, before you truly live. 


Go breakfaſt with Alicea, there you'll ſee 
Simplex munditiis, to the laſt degree. 
| | Un- 
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Unlac'd her ſtays, her night-gown is unty'd, 

And what ſhe has of head - dreſs is aſide. 

She drawls her words, and waddles in her pace; 
Unwaſht her hands, and much beſnuff d her face. 
A nail uncut, and head uncomb'd ſhe loves; 

And would draw on jack-boots, as ſoon as gloves, 
Gloves by queen Beſſes maidens might be miſt, 
Her bleſſed eyes ne er ſaw a female fiſt. 

Lovers beware! to wound how can ſhe fail 

With ſcarlet finger, and long jetty nai}? 

For H the firſt wit ſhecannot be, 

Nor cruel R d the firſt toaſi for thee ; 


Since full each ether ſtation of renown, 


Who would not be the greateſt Trapes in town? 
Women were made to give our eyes delight, 
A female ſloven is an odious light. 


Fair Labella is ſo fond of fame, 9 
That her dear-/elf is her eternal theme; 
Thro' hopes of contradiction oft ſhe'll tay, 
* Methinks I look ſo wretchedly to-day ! ” 
When moſt the world applauds you, moſt beware; 
'Tis often leſsa bleſing, thana ſnare. 
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Diſtruſt manlind; with your own heart confer; 

And dread even there to find a flatterer. 

The breath of others raiſes our renown, 

Our own as {ure blows the pageant down; 

Take up no more, than you by worth can claim, 

Leaſt ſoon you provea bankrupt in your fame. 
But own I mult, in this perverted age, 

Who molt deſerve, can't always molt engage. 

So far is Worth from making g'ory ſure, 


It often hinders what it h procure. 


Whom praiſe we moſt ? the virtuous, brave, and wiſe ? 
No; wretches, whom in ſecret we deſpiſe. 

And who ſo blind, as not to ſee the caule ? 

No rival's rais'd by ſuch diſcreet applauſe 3 

And yet, of credit it lays in a ſtore, 

By which our ſpleen may wound true worth the more, 


Ladies there are who think one crime is all; 
Can women, then, no way but backwardfall? 
So ſweet is that one crime they don't purſue, 

To pay its loſs, they think all others fer. 
Who hold that crime fo dear, muſt never claim 
Of injur d modeſty the ſacred name. 


45 But 


| 
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But Cl thus. What, railing without end? 


Mean task! how much more generous to commend ? ** 


Yes, tocommend as you are wont todo, 
My kind inſtructor, and example too. 

% Daphnis, ſays Clio, has a charming eye: 
« Whatpity tis her ſhoulder is awry ? 
« Aſpaſia's ſhape indeed but then her air 
« The man has parts who finds deſtruction, there. 
« Almeria's wit has ſomething that's divine; 
« And wit's enough how few in all things ſhine ? 
Selina ſer ves her friends, relieves the poor 
« ho was it ſaid Selina's near threeſcore ? 
At Lucia's match I from my foul rejoice, 
« The world congratulates ſo wiſe a choice; 
« Hislordſhip's rent-roll is exceeding great 
« But mortgages will ſap the beſt eſtate. 
la Sherley's form might cherubims appear, 
gut then — ſhe hasa frecłle on her ear. 
Without a but, Hortenſia ſhe commends, 
The firſt of women, and the beſt of friends; 
Owns her in perſon, wit, fame, virtue bright; 
But how comes this to paſs? — ſhe dy'd laftgight. 

Thus nymphs commend, who yetat Satice rail; 
Ladeed that's needleſs, if ſuch praiſe prevail; 


And 


108 LOVE of FAME, Sat. VI 


And whence ſuch praiſe? our virulence isthrown 
On others fame, thro' fondnefs tor our own. 


Of rank, and riches proud, Cleora frowns; 
Tor are not Coronets akin to crowns ? 
Her greedy eye, and her ſublime addreſs 
The height of avarice, and pride confeſs. 
You ſcek perfectious worthy of her rank; 
Go, ſeek for her pertections at the Bank. 
By wealth unquench'd, by reaſon uncontroul'd, 
For ever burns her ſacred thirſt of gold. 
As fond of five-pence, as the verieſt Cit, 
And quite as much deteſted, as a Mit. 

Can gold calm paſſion, or make reaſon ſhine ? 
Can we dig peace, or wiſdom from the mine? 
Wiidom to gold prefer, for 'tis much leſs 
To make our fortune, than our happineſs. 
That happineſs which great ones often ſee, a 
With rage and wonder, in a low degree, — 
Thiem iclves unbleſt: the poor are oy poor; 
But what are they who droop amid their ſtore ? 
Notkirg is meaner than a wretch of fate; 
The apy oniy are the truly great. 
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Peaſants enjoy like appetites with Kings, 
And thoſe beſt ſatisfied with cheapeſt things, 
Could both our Indies buy but one new ſenſe, 
| Our envy wou'd be due to large expence, 


Since not, thoſe pomps which to the great belong 
Are but poor arts to mark them trom the throng, 
See, ho they beg an alms of flittery ? 

They languiſh! oh ſupport them with a he! 

A decent competence we fully taſte; 

It ſtrikes our ſenſe, and gives a conſtant feaſt : 


More, we perc-1ve by dint of thought alone; 


The rich muſt labour to polliis their own, 
| Tofee!their great abundance ; and requeſt 


Their hurable friends ts help them to be bleſt; 


To ſee their treatures, hear their glory told, 

| And alu the wretched impotence ot gold. 

But ſome, great fouls ! 2nd touch u with warmth divine, 
Give gold a price, and teac li its beams to ſhire. 
”_ All boar ded treaſures they ute a oad, 
Nor thiak their wealth their own, till weil beſtow'd, 
Grand reſervoirs of publick hippineſs, 
Throꝰ / cret ſtreams difliulive!y they bleſs; 
And while their bounties giide concea!'d from view, 


JP Relieve our wants, and ſpare our buſhes to. 


P But 


110 LOVE ef FAME, Sat. VI. , 


But Satire is my task, and theſe deſtroy 

Her gloomy province, and malignant joy. 

Help me, ye miſers! help me to complain, | 
And b aſt our common enemy, G—z:; 

But our invectives muſt deſpair ſucceſs, 

For next to praiſe, ſhe values nothing leſs, 


What picture's yonder looſen d from its frame? 
Or is' t Aſturia? that affected dame? 
The brigliteſt forms, thro' affectation, fade 
To ſtrange new things, which nature never made; 
Frown not, ye fair! ſo much your ſex we prize, 
We hate thoſe arts that take you from our eyes; 
In Albucinda's native grace is ſcen 


What you, who labour at pertection, mean. 
Short is the rule, and to be learnt with eaſe, 
Retain your gentle ſelves, and you muſt pleaſe, 
Here, might I ſing of Memmia's mincing mein, 
And all the movements of the ſoft machine 
How two red lips affected zephirs blow, 

To cool the fol ea, and inflame the beau; 

hi c one white finger, and a thumb, conſpire 
To lift the c, and make the worldadmire. 
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Tea! how I tremble at thy fatal (ſtream ? 
As Leth e, "dreadful to the love of fame. 
What devaſtations on thy banks are ſeen ? 


What ſhades of mighty names which once have been ? 
A Hecatomb of characters ſupplies 


Thy painted altars daily ſacrifice. 


H 7. — B-— aiperſt by thee, decay, 
As grains of fineſt ſugars melt away, 
And recommend thee more to mortal taſte 


Scandal's the ſweetner of a female feaſt. 


But this inhuman triumph ſhall decline, 


—_— 


And thy revolting Naiag: call for wine; 
Spirits no longer ſhall ſerve under thee ; 

But reign in thy own cup, exploded Tea ! 
Citronia's noſe declares thy ruin nigh ; 

And who dares give Citronia's noſe the ye? * 


The Ladies long at men of drink exclaim , 
And what impair'd both health, and virtue, biam 4. 
At length to reſcue man, the generous laſs 
Stole trom her conſort the pernicious glaſs. 


As glorious as the Briti/h queen renown's, 
Who ſuckt the poiſon from her husbang's wour 4 
T2 Noc 


Nor to ue glaſ 2'uncarenymphs inclin'd, 


But every bolder vice of bold mankind, 


O 7 1-04.92 for thy ſeverer rage! 
Tobe enker folics of our age. 
Are che cam the temales of our iſie 


Such faults, ac which it is a fault to ile? 


Thee are. Vice, once by modeſt nature chain d, 


And leg ties, expatiates unreſtrain'd, 
Wichout thin decency held up to view," 

Naked {hi ſtalks o'er lam, and goſpel too. 

Our matrons cad ſuch exemplary lives, 

Men ſigh in vain, for noue, but for their wirve: , 
Who narry to be free, to range the more, 

And wed one man, to wanton with a ſcore. 


Abroad too kind, at home tis ſtedfaſt hate, 


Ad one eternal tempeit of debate. 


Wha: ſoul eruptions from a look moſt meek ? 
W hat thundecs burſting trom a dimpled cheek ? 
Tueir paſ7ons bear it with a lotty hand; 

But then, their reaſon is at due command, 

Is there whom youdeteſt, and ſeek his lite? 
Truſt no ſoul with the ſcret but his wife. 


0 
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iives wonder that their conduct I condemn, 


And ask, what kindred is a /pouſe to them? 
| What ſwarms of amorous grandmothers I ſee? 


And Miſles, antient in iniquity ? 
What blaſting whiſpers, and what loud declaiming ? 
What lying, drinking, bawding, ſwearing, gaming? 
Friendſhip ſo cold, ſuch warm incontinence, 
| Such griping avarice, ſuch profuſe expence, 

Such dead devotion, ſuch a zeal for crimes, 

Such licens'd ill, ſuch maſquerading times, 

Such venal faith, ſuch miſapply'd applauſe, 

Such Ratter'd guilt, and ſuch inverted laws, 

Such diſſolution thro' the whole I find, 

'Tis not a wor'd, but Chaos of mankind. 


| | Since Sundays have no balls, the well- dreſt Belle 
Shines in the pew, but ſmiles to hear of bell; 
And caſts an eye of ſweet diſdain on all, 
WholiſtenleſstoC—35, than St. Paul. 
| Atheiſts have been but rare, ſince nature's birth, 
Till now, ſhe-atheiſts ne'er appear d on earth. 

Ye menof deep reſearches, ſay, whence ſprings 
This aarin's character, in timorous chings, 


45 
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Who ſtart at fearhers, from an inſect᷑ fly, 
A match for nothing but the Deity, 


But not to wrong the fair, the muſe muſt own 
In this purſuit they court nut fame alone; 
But join to that a more ſubſtantial view, 
From thinking free, to be free agents too. 


In complaiſance toall the fools in town. 


O how they trembie at the name of prude ? 

And die with ſhame, at thought of being good? 

For what will 4rtimis the rich and gay, 

What will the wits, that is, the coxcombs, ſay? 

They Heav'n defy, to earth's vile dregs a ſlave, 

Thro' cowardice, molt execrably brave. 

With our own judgments durſt we to comply, 

In virtue ſhould we live, in glory die. 

Riſe then, my muſe, in honeſt fury riſe, 

They dread a Satire, ho dery the skies. 
Atheiſts are few ; moſt nymphs a godhead own, 

And nothing but his attributes dethrone. | 

Fron. Atheiſts far, they ſtedfaſtly believe 

God is, and is almighty— toforgive. 


They ſtrive with their own hearts, and keep them ave, | 


; His 


— . 
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His other excellence they'll not diſpute; 

But mercy, ſure, is his chief attribute. 

Shall pleaſures of a ſhort duration chain 

A lady's foul in everlaſting pain? 

Will the great author us poor worms deſtroy, 
Fornow and then a ſip of tranſient joy > 

No, he's for-ever in a ſmiling mood, 

He's like themſelves ; or how cou'd he be good? 
And they blaſpheme who blacker ſchemes ſuppoſe 
Devoutly, thus, Jehovab they depole 

The pure! the juſt! and ſet up in his ſtead 

A Deity, that's perfectly well bred. 

« Dear 1! be ſure the beſt ot men; 
Nor thought he more, than thought great Origes. 
« Tho' once upon a Time he misbehav d, 

Poor Satan! doubtleſs h-'1] at length be ſav d. 
« Letpricſts do ſomething for their one in ten: 


It is their trade; fo far they*re honeſt men. 

Leet them cant on, ſince they have got the knack, 
« And dreſs their notions, like themſelves, in lack; 
« Fright us with terrors ot a world antnem, 
From joys ot this, to keep them all their own. 

« Ot earth's fair fruits, indeed, they claim a fee; 

* But then they leave our antyth d virtus free. 


* Virtue; 
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« Virtues @ pretty thing to make a ſhow, 
Did ever mortal write |: ke Rochefoutat ? 
Thus pleads the devil's fair apologilt, 
And pleading, ſafely enters on his lit. 
Let angel-forms angelic truths maintain; 
Nature disjoins the Bᷣeauteous, and prophane. 
For what's true beauty, but fair virtue's face? 
Virtue made viſible in outward grace? 
She, then, that's haunted with an impious mind, 
The more ſhe charms, the more ſhe ſhocks mankind. 


But charms decline; the Fair long Vigils keep: 


They fleep no more! * 2+a4rille has murder'd ſleep. 


Poor K—þ!cries Lia; I have not been there 
* Theſe two nights; the poor creature will deſpair. 
«« Thatea crowd—but to do good, you know—— 
And people of condition ſhou'd beſtow. 


Convinc'd, o'ercome, to X——þ's giave matrons run, 


Now ſct a daughter, and now fake a fon; 

Let health, tame, temper, beauty, tune, fly; 

And beggar halt ei race thro' ii. 
Immortal were we, or elle mortal He, 


1 leis ſhou'd blame this criminal del ght 


* Sha\eſpear, 
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| 


But ſince the gay aſſembly's gayeſt room 
Is but an upper ſtory to ſome tomb, 
Methinks we need not our ſhort beings ſhun, 
And, thought to fly, contend to be undone. 
We need not buy our ruin with our crime, 
And give eternity to murder time, 

The love of gaming is the worſt of ills, 


PWich ceaſeleſs itormsthe blacken'd ſoul ir fills, 


Inveighs at heav n, neglects the ties of blood, 

Deſtroys the pow'r, and will of doing good, 

Kills health, pawns honour, plunges in diſgrace, 

And what is ſtill more dreadtul— ſpoils your face. 
See yonder ſet of thieves that live on ſpoil, 

The ſcandal, and the ruin ot our ifle! 

And ſee, (ſtrange fight !) amid that ruffian band, 

A form divine high wave her ſnowy hand; 

That rattles loud a {mall enchanted box, | 

Which loud as thunder on the board ſhe knocks. 

And as fierce ſtorms, which earth's foundation ſhook, 

From 0lus's cave impetuous broke; 

From this ſmall cavern a mixt tempeſt flies, 

Fear, rage, cenyulſion, tears, oaths, blaſphemies ! 

For men, I mean, the Fair diſcharges none ; 

She (guiltleſs creature!) ſwears to heay'n alone 
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See her eyes ſtart! cheeks glowy! and muſcles ſwell! 
Like the mad maid in the Cumean cell. 
Thus that divine one her ſoft nights employs ! 
Thus tunes her ſoul to tender nuptial joys! 
And when the cruel morning calls tobed, 
And on her pillow lays her aking head, | 
VW'iththe dear images her dreams are crown'd, 
The die ſpins lovely, or the cards go round; | 
Imaginary ruin charms her ſtil}, 
Her happy lord is cuckoi'd by Spadil: 
And if ſhe's brought to bed, tis ten to one, 
He marks the forehead ot her darling fon. 

O ſcene of horror, and ot wild deſpair! 
W hy is the rich Atrides ſplendid heir 
Conſtrain'd to quit his antient lordly ſeat, 
And hide his glories in a mean retreat? 
Why that drawn {word ? and whence that diſmalcry pg 
W by pale diſtraction thro' the family? 
Sce my lord threaten, and my lady weep, 
And trembling Servants from the tempeſt creep, 
W hy that gay ſon todiſtant regions ſent? 
What ficnds that daughter's deſtin'd match prevent? 
W hy the whole houſe in ſudden ruin hid? 
O nothing, but laſt night my lady play d. 


— th 


„ 


They find no woman difeagay'd rom play. 


Flavia, at lovers falſe untouch d, and bard, 


gat. VI. The Univerſal Paſſion. 119 


But wanders not my Satire from her theme ? 
1s this too owing to the love of ſame ? 
Though, now, your hearts on lucre are beſtow'd; 
'Twas, firſt, a vain devotion tothe mode. 
Nor ceaſe we here, ſince tis a vice ſo ſtrong; 
The torrent ſweeps all womankind along, 
This may be faid in honour of our times, 
That none, now, ſtand d iſtinguiſh d by their crimes. 
If fin you muſt, take nature for your guide, 
Love has ſome {oft excuſe, to ſooth your pride; 
Ye fair apoſtates from love's antient pow'r ! 
Can nothing ravi/hi but a golden ſhow'r ? 
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Can cards alone your gicwing fancy ſcize ? 


1 

9 

4 

i ; 

4 ; 
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Muſt Cupid learn to punt, ere he can plea/e? 
When you're enamour'd of a or 4ſt, 

lat can the preacher more, to make us chaſt 2 
Can ſame like a repique, the ſoul entrance? 
And what is virtue to the lucky chance? 


Why muſt ſtrong youths #nmarry'd pine away? 


Why pine the marry'd : O ſeverer fate! 
They find trom play nodiſengag'd-—eftare, 


Turns pale, and trembles at a cruei card. 
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Nor Arria's bible can ſecure her age; 

Her threeſcore years are ſhuffling with her Page, 
While death ſtands by, but till the game is done, 
To ſweep that ſtake, injuſtice, long his own ; 
Like old cards ting'd with ſulphur ſhe takes fire; 
Or, like ſnuffs ſunk in ſockets, blazes bigher. 
Ye Gods! with new delights inſpire the fair; 
Or give us ſons, and ſave us from deſpair. 

Sons, brothers, fathers, husbands, trade/men cloſe 
In my complaint, and brand your ſins in proſe : 
Vet l believe, as firmly as my creed, 
Jn ſpight of allour wiſdom, you'll proceed. 
Our pride ſo great, our paſſion is ſo ſtrong, 
Advice to right, confirms us in the wrong. 


| 


1 hear you cry. This fellow's very odd. 
When you chaſtiſe, who would not kiſs the rod? 
But I've a charm your anger ſhall controul, 

And turn your eyes with coldneſs on the vole. 

The charm begins! To yonder flood of light 
That burſts o'er gloomy Britain, turn your ſight. 
What guardian pow'r o'erwhelms your ſouls with awe? 
Her deeds are precepts, her example, law. 

Midſt empire's charms, how Carolina's heart 
Glows with the love of virtue, and of art ? 
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Her favour is diffus d to that degree, 

Exceſs of goodneſs! it has dawn'd on me: 
When in my page, to ballance numerous faults, 

Or godlike deeds were ſhown, or generous thoughts, 
; She ſmil'd, induſtrious to be pleas'd, nor knew 

From whom my pen the borrow'dluſtredrew. 


* Thus the majeſtick mother of mankind, 
To her own charms moſt amiably blind, 
On the green margin innocently ſtood, 
And gaz'd indulgent on the chryſtal flood; 
Survey'd the ſtranger in the painted wave, 
And ſmiling, prais d the beauties which ſhe gave 


2 cloſe 


+ In more than civil war, while patriots ſtorm; 
While Genius is but Cold, their paſſion warm; 
While publick good aloft, in pomp, they wield, 
And private intereſt skulks behind the ſhield; 

While M—t, and W—ns riſe in weekly might, 
awe? Make preſſes groan, lead ienatorsto fight, 


Exalt our coffee with lampoons, and treat 
The pamper d mob with miniſters of ſtate; 
« IFhile 


H Milton. + Lucan, 
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* * While Ate hot from hell makes heroes ſhrink, 
* Cryshevock, and lets looſe the dogs of ink ; 
Nor rank, nor ſex eſcapes the general frown, 

But ladies are ript up, and cits nocht down ; 
Tremendous farce! where even the victor bleeds, 
And he deſerves our pity, that ſucceeds ; 
Immortal Juvenal ! and thou of France! 

In your fam'd field my Satire dares adrance; 
But cuts her ſeif a track, toyou unknown, 

Nor erops your laurel, but wou'd rai e her own ; 
A bold adventure! but a ſafe one too! 

For, though ſur paſt, Iam ſur paſt by You. 


* Shake/pear, 
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TH E 


UNIVERSAL PASSION. 


SATIASR 


. 


To the Rienr Hoxou R411 


N. . 
F Y 117 


Sir RogERT WALPOLE. 


Carmina tum melius, cum venerit [Ps Et, canrmur. 
| Vik c. 


DUBLIN: 


Printed by S. PowELL, for GzrorGt Ewinc, at the 1 
Angel and Biblein Dame's-{treer, MDCC XXX1, b 


— 
b wh 2. * 3 


. 


N this laſt labour, this my cloſing | 

ſtrain wo f 
Smile, Halfole, or the vine inſpire in | [ 
vain. | i 


To thee "tis due; that verſe how 


juſtiy thine, | WEN 


Where Brun/wick's glory crowns the whole delign ? 


That glory, which thy counſels make ſo bright; 
That glory, which on thee reflects a light. 
Illuſtrious commerce, and but rarely known! 


To give, and tale a luſtre from the throne. 


Nox think that thou art foreign to my theme; 


The fountain is not foreign to the ſtream, 
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How all mankind will be ſurpriz'd, to ſee | 
This flood of Britiſh folly charg'd on thee ? T 
Yet, Britain, whence this caprice of thy ſons, 
W hich thro? their various ranks with fury runs 


The cauſe is plain, a cauſe which we muſt bleſs; RN 
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For caprice is the daughter of ſucceſs, 1 
(A bad effect, but from a pleaſing cauſe !) | | 


And gives our rulers undeſign'd applauſe ; 


And lulls us in the downy lap of peace. 


— —ä—ũ4ʒʒ—ñ 2 — 


1 
1 8 
Tells how their conduct bids our wealth inereaſe, E 
| 1 
W H1r E I ſurvey the bleſſings of our iſle, \ 
Her arts triumphant in the royal ſmile, ; 
Her publick wounds bound up, her credit high, 
Her commerce ſpreading fails in every sky, 
The pleaſing ſcene recals my theme agen, a 
And ſhews the madne's of ambitious men, | 
Who, fond of bloodſhed, draw the murd'ring ſword, 


And burn to give mankind a ſingle lord. 


THe follies paſt are of a private kind, | 
Their ſphere is mall, their miſchief is confin'd ; | 
But daring men there are (awake, my muſe, 


ih And raiſe thy yerſe) who bolder frenzy chuſe ; 


Who 


— üÄ——— 
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Who ſtung by glory, rave, and bound away; 

The world their field, and human-kindtheir prey. 
TAE Grecian chief, th' enthuſiaſt of his pride, 

With rage and terror ſtalking by his fide, 

Rayes round the globe; he ſoars into a God! 


Stand faſt, Olympus! and ſuſtain his nod. 


The peſt divine in horrid grandeur reigns, 

And thrives on mankind's miſeries and pains. 
What ſlaughter'd hoſts ! what cities in a blaze 
What waſted countries! and what crimſon ſeas! 
With orphans tears his impious bowl o'erflows, 
And cries of kingdoms lull him to repoſe. 


AN Dd cannot thrice ten hundred years unpraiſe 


The boiſt'rous boy, and blaſt his guilty bays ? 
Why want we then encomiums on the ftorm, 
Or famine, or volcano ? they perform 

Their mighty deeds, they hero-like can ſlay, 
And ſpread their ample deſarts in a day. 

O great alliance! Odivine renown! 

Wich dear th, and peſtilence to ſhare the crown, 
When men extol a wild deſtroyex's name, 
Earth's builder and preſeryer they blaſpheme, 
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On x to deſtroy is murder by the law, | 

And gibbets keep the lifted hand in awe ; | g 

To murder thouſands takes a ſpecious name, | 

War's glorious art, and gives immortal fame. | 
Wu x after battle I the field have ſeen | | 

Spread o'er with ghaſtly ſhapes, which once were men | 

A nation cruſht! a nation of the brave! 

A realm of death! and on this fide the grave! 

Are there, {aid I, who from this ſad ſurvey, 

This human chaos, carry ſmiles away! 

How did my heart with indignationriſe! 

How honeſt nature ſwell'd into my eyes! 


How was I ſhockt, to think the hero's trade 


Of ſuch materials fame, and triumph made! 


Ho w guilty theſe 2 yet not leſs guilty they, 
Who reach falſe glory by a ſmoother way; 
Who wrap deſtruction up in gentle words, 
And bows, and ſiniles, more fatal than their ſwords ; 
Who ſtifle nature, and ſubſiſt on art, 
Who coin the face, and petrify the heart; 
All real kindneſs for the ſhew diſcard, 


As marble poliſk'd, and, as marble hard, 


Who 
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who do for gold what chriſtians do thro' grace, 

« With open arms their enemies embrace.“ 

Who give a nod when broken hearts re pine b 

« The thinneſt food on which a wretch can dine. 
Or, if they ſerve you, ſerve you diſinclin'd, 

And, in their height of kindneſs, are unkind, 


ien; 
Such courtiers were, and ſuch again may be, 


IWalfole, when men forget to copy thee, 


HERE ceaſe, my mule! the catalogue is writ, 


Nor one more candidate for fame, admit, 
Tho' diſappointed thouſands juſtly blame 
Thy partial pen, and boaſt an equal claim. 
Be this their comfort, fools omitted here 
May furniſh laughter for another year, 
Then let Criſpino, who was ne'er refus'd 
The juſtice yetof being well abus'd, 


With patience wait; and be content to reign 

The pink of puppies in ſome future ſtrain. 
$ a pa ' 
a S o ux future ſtrain, in which the muſe ſhall e 


How ſcience dwindles, and how vclumes (well. 


8 How 


Who 
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How commentators each dark paſſage ſhun, 
And hold their farthing candle to the ſun. 
How tortur'd textsto ſpeak our ſenſe are made, 
And every vice is to the ſcripture laid. 
How miſers ſqueeze a young, voluptuous peer, 
His fins to Lacifer not halt ſo dear. 
How Verres is leſs qualify'd to ſteal 
With ſword and piſtol, than with wax and ſeal. 
How lawyer's fees to ſuch exceſs are run, 
That clients are redreſt, till they're undone. 
How one man's anguiſh is another's ſport, 
And eyendenials coſt us dear at court. 
How man eternally falſe judgments makes, 
And all his joys and ſorrows are miſtakes. 


THis ſwarm of themes that ſettles on my pen, 


Which I, like ſummer- flies, ſhake off again, 
Let others ſing; to whom my weak eſſay 
But ſounds a prelude, and points out their prey. 
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"bat 


That duty done, I haſten to compleat 
My own deſign; for Ionſon's at the gate. | 
Tu E love of fame in its efe#s ſurvey'd 
The muſe has ſung; be now the cauſe diſplay d: 
Since ſo diffuſive, and ſo wide its ſway, 
What is this power, whom all mankind obey ? 


SHoT from above, by heaven's indulgence came 


This generous ardor, this unconquer'd flame, 


To warm, to raiſe, to deify mankind, 
Still burning brighteſt in the nobleſt mind. 


By large-ſoul'd men, for thirſt of fame renown'd, 


Wiſe laws were fram'd, and ſacred arts were found; 
Deſire of praiſe firſt broke the patriotꝰs reſt, 


And made a bulwark of the warrior breaſt ; 
It bids Argyle in fields, and ſenates ihine, 


What more can prove its origin divine? 


Bu r oh! this paſſion planted in the ſoul 
On eagle's wings to mount her tothe pole, 
The flaming miniſter of virtue meant, 
Set up falſe gods, and wrong'd her high deſcent, 
AM21TION, hence, exerts a doubtful force, 
Ot blots, and beauties an alternate ſource; 


S 2 Hence 


132 LOYE of FAME, Sat. VII 
Hence Gildon rails, that raven of the pit, | 
Who thrives upon the carcaſſes of wit; 
And in art- loving Scarborough is ſeen, 
How kind a patron Pollio might have been. 
Purſuit of fame with pedants fills our ſchools, 
And into coxcombs burniſhes our fools ; 
Purſuit of fame makes ſolid learning bright, 
And Newton lifts above a mortal height; 
That key of nature, by whoſe wit ſhe clears 
Her long, long ſecrets of five thouſand years. 
Wovur p you then fully comprehend the whole, 
Why, and in what degrees, pride ſways the foul ? 
(For tho* in all, not equally, ſhe reigns) 
Awake to knowledge, and attend my (trains, 
Y x doctors! hear the doctrine I diſcloſe, 
As true, as it *twere writ in dulleſt proſe; 
As if aletter'd dunce had faid © tis right,” 
And Imprimatur uſher'ditto light. 
To glorious deeds this paiſion fires the mind; 
And cloſer draws the ties of humankind, 
Confirms ſecieiy; fince what we prize 


As our chief bleſſing, mult from others riſe, 


AMBITION inthe truly-nable mind 


With ſiſter· virtue is for ever join'd ; 
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le, 


As in fam'd Lucrece, who with equal dread 
From guilt, and ſhame, by her laſt conduct fled; 
Her virtue long rebell'd in firm disdain, 
And the ſword pointed at her heart in vain; 
But, when the ſlave was threaten'd to be laid 
Dead by her ſide, her love of fame obey'd. 
IN meaner minds ambition works alone, 
But with ſuch art puts virtue's aſpect on, 
That not more like in feature, and in mien, 
*The God and mortal in the comic ſcene. 
Falſe Julius, ambuſnt in this {air diſguiſe, 
Soon made the Roman liberties his prize. 
No mask in baſeſt minds ambition wears, 
But in full light pricks up her aſs's ears; 
All I have ſung are inſtances of this, 


And prove my theme unfolded not amiſs. 


VE vain / deſiſt from your erroneous ſtrife; 
Be wiſe, and quit the falſe /ublize of life. 
The erze ambition there alone reſides, 

W hete j:/7ice vindicates, and wi/dom guides; 


Where 


* Am pbhit rion. 
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W here inward dignity joins outward ſtate, 
Our purpoſe good, as our atchievment great; 
Where publick blef#ngs publick praiſe attend, 
Where glory is our motive, not our end. 


Would'ſt thou be ſam d? have thoſe high deeds in view 


Brave men would act, tho? ſcandal ſhould enſue. 


Bruot D a prince ! whom no ſwoln thoughts inflame; 


No pride of thrones, no feyerafter fame; 

But when the welfare of mankind inſpires, 

And death in view to dear-bought glory fires, 
Proud conqueſt then, then regal pomps delight ; 
Then crowns, then triumphs ſparkle in his ſight; 
Tumult and noiſe are dear, which with them bring 
His people's bleſſings to their ardent king : 

But, when thoſe great heroic motives ceaſe, 

His {welling ſoul ſubſides to native peace; 

From tedious grandeur's taded charms withdraws, 
A ſudden toe to ſplendor, and applauſe, 

Greatly deferring his arrears of fame, 

Till men, and angels jointly ſhout his name. 

O pride celeſtia]! which can pride diſdain ; 

O bleſt ambition! which can ne'er be vain. 


er we OY RvR” 


FAO 
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View 


ON 


Fx o x one fam'd Alpine hill, which props the sky, 
In whoſe deep womb unfathom'd waters lie, 
Here burſt the Rhone and ſounding Po, there ſhine 
In infant rills the Danube and the Rhine; 
From the rich ſtore one fruitful urn ſupplies, 
Whole kingdoms ſmile, a thouſand harveſts riſe. 


I x Brunſwick ſuch a ſource the mute adores, 
W hich publick bleſſings thro” half Europe pours. 
When his heart burns with ſuch a godlike aim, 
Angels and George are rivals for the fame; 
George, who in foes can ſoft affections raiſe, 


And charm enyenom'd ſatire into praiſe, 


Non human rage alone his pow'r perceives, 
But the mad winds, and the tumultuous waves. 
Even ſtorms (death's fierceſt miniſters!) forbear, 
And, in their own wild empire, learn to ſpare. 
Thus, zature-ſelf, ſupporting man's decree, 
Styles Britain's ſovereign, ſovereign of the ſea. 
WHILE ſcaand air, great Brunſwick! ſhook our ſtate, 
And ſported witha king's, and kingdom's fate, 
f Depriy'd 


Ihe King in danger by Sea. 
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Depriy'd of what ſhe loy'd, and preſt with fear, 

Of ever loſing what ſhe held moſt dear, 

How did Britannia, like * Achilles, weep, 

And tell her ſorrows tothe kindred deep? 

Hang o'er the floods, and in deyotion warm, 

Strive, for thee, with the ſurge, and fight the ſtorm? 
Wuar felt thy Walpole, pilot of the realm? 

Our Palinurus f ſlept not at the helm, 

His eye ne'er clos'd; long ſince inur'd to wake, 

And outwatch every ſtar, for Brun/wick's ſake. 

By thwarting paſſions toſt, by cares oppreſt, 

He found thy tempeſt pictur'd in his breaſt. 

But, zow, what joys that gloom of heart diſpel, 

No pow'rs of language but his own, can tell; 

His own, which Nature, and the Graces form, 

At will, to raiſe, or huſk the civil ſtorm, 


* Hom. II. I. 1. 
Ecce Deus ramum Lethao rore madentem, & c. Virg. l. 
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MAD AM, 


PP the following Diſcourſe is as 
Happy in its Execution, as it is 
Important in its Deſign, it will 
not be, (give me leave to ſay,) 
altogether unworthy of a Royal 
Patronage. | 

The Deſign is of great Conſequence ; and, 
I think, New: It is to remove a prevailing» 
and invererate Miſtake, which firſt ſprang, and 
now thrives in a Soil too indulgent to it, and 
a Soil too difficultly ſubdu'd, the Pride and 
Il-Nature, and Melancholy, and Vice of 
Mankind. I mean, Map Au, That falſe 
Opinion, that Reflection on Providence, 
| A 2 6 That 
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That this World is, in its owf Nature, That 
*« js, by God's Appointment, a World of 
« Sorrow, a Scene of Miſery, a Vale of Tears; 
« and that to be in it, is to be wretched una. 
« voidably. W hereas this Treatiſe ſhall en. 
deavour to make it manifeſt, That Providence 
is not only Gracious in the Compoſition, Stu- 
dious of the Accommodation, Preventive o 
the Accidents, Corrective of the Miſtakes 
and Liberal ot the Wants, but Laviſh, allo, 
tothe Luxuries of Man; and that God doe 
not only permit, but enable us, and not only 
enable, but enjayn us, to be Happy; Happy, 
to a much greater Degree than we are, That 15, 
than we chuſe to be. 

Nor is that Error I combat, an Error of the 
Vulgar, Unlearned, or Sinful only ; But the 
Learned, Wiſe, and Good, have fatally con- 
tribured their ſacred Authority towards the Pro- 
pagation, and Eſtabliſhment of it: Either 
through Inadvertency, or the Reſentment of 
preſent Pain, or an indiſcreet, tho' well intend- 
ed Zeal, in the Recommendation of a Betrer 
World. | 

Moſt of them have, as it were caſually, let 
fall from their Pens, which purſu'd ſome other 
Principal Point, too ſevere, and unguarded In- 
timations to the Diſcredit of our preſent State: 
Many have made an Invective on this Life, 
a general Drift that mingled it ſelf in all their 
Diſcourſes, and Converſations: And ſom 

have 
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have made it their particular Theme, and avow- 
edly, determinately, and ſtrictly drove at this 
very Point; without adjoining the true Cau- 
ſes, the proper Cures, the right Uſes, and ſalu- 

Effects ot our Misfortunes and Pains; and 
thus have left Grounds, of future Argument 


againſt the Goodneſs, and thrown a preſent 


Cloud over the Glory of the Great Diſpoſer 
of Events, the King of Time, and of Eter- 
nity. 
Let, Mapa, one of his moſt ſhining 
Repreſentarives on Earth, patronize and vindi- 
cate a Vindication of his Providence; let one 
of the principal Ornaments of human Life in- 
dulge A true Eſtimate of it; let her graciouſly 
defend a Refutation ot an Error, which flows 
from a Decay of that Faith, of which;our dread 
Sovereign is the great Defender; and, which 
leads to a Corruption of that Morality, of 
which her own correct Conduct is the diſtin- 
guiſh'd Glory. Let that Queen who is nearly 
concern'd in the fad Occaſion that turn'd my 
Thought on this Subject, rake it into her Pro- 
tection; her Protection will recommend it to 
the World, and her Example will ſupply the 
Defects of this Compoſition on it. 

And, M a Þ a nm, as your Example will aſſiſt 
me, ſo that good Providence, whoſe Ways [ 
preſume to aſſert, grant, that your Fortune 
may too ! That your moſt ſacred Majeſty, from 
this joyful and unclouded Morning of your 

A 3 Reign, 
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Reign, may ſhine forth a long and illuſtrious 
Day, as an unanſwerable Inſtance of temporal 
Happineſs, and an unqueſtionable Heir of Eter - 
nal, is the conſtant and fervent Prayer of, 


MADAM, 
Tour Majeſly's moſt obedient, 


And moſt dutiful Subject, 


E. YOUNG. 


The PREFACE. 


[ Know not well why, but the Paſſions are a Favourite 
subject with Mankind: The Reaſon may poſſibly be, Be- 
cauſe Men are much concern d with them, both as to them- 
ſelves, and others; and where we have a Self-concern, we 
have an Attention. Or, becauſe they are ſuch powerful, and 


univerſal Springs, that almoſt all the Pleaſures, Pains, De- 


ſigns, and Attions of Life ars owing to them ; and therefore 
it is our Intereſt to know them well: Or, becauſe every Man 
carrying them in his own Breaſt, he thinks be knows them 
well already, and is therefore an able Judge of ſuch Com- 
doſi von; and thus his Pride has a Fondneſs for them: Or, 
becauſe the Paſſions, like the Boy at the Fountain, fall in 
love with their own Repreſentations Or, becauſe many are 
all Paſſion, and if Men conſider a Treatiſe on the Paſſions, 
as a Hiſtory of themſelves, it is no wonder they read it with 
Pleaſure, Or, becauſe what 4 moſt celebrated Antient writ 
on this Subject is loſt, to the great Regret of the learned, and 
polite World, which 15 ſtudious of ſome Reparation of that 
I.; and the more ſo, becauſe what other Antients have 
left on that Head, is imperfef, and ſhort. 

Being ſenſible how d fficult it is to gain Attention = 
Works of Divinity, 1 have inſiſted more on the Paſſions, than 
any other Head of the following Diſcourſe; in Hopes of 4 
more welcome Reception prepar'd for it, by that general Tafte, 
or Diſpoſition of Heart, which I have mentioned. I have 
mark'd the Diſtinfions, and Peculiarities of the Paſſions, 
with ſome Care. 

4 French Author, has treated of them with ſuch Accura- 
cy, and Applauſe, that it couciliated to bim the particular 
Favaur of a celebrated Queen, who wept ſor theDearh of 
the Author of that Piece, thouth ſhe had never ſcen the Man. 
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The PREFACE: 


Bus he had a wrong Byaſs on him through the Whole ta 


the Prejudice of it; nor could 1 any A duanta 
hin bei that of having ſuch as Exambple of — 


and Diſcernment; of which, what Uſe I have made 1d 
not hoge, bug fear, the Reader will tos eaſily percerve, That 


Author indeed diſplays the Paſſions at and 
them into all their ſeveral Branches, rs. 1 ball . 


Room for the Primary, or Radical Paſſions only, at preſent; | 
but they may, one Day, (hoot under Her Majeſty's benign 
Influence, (who hike the Queen above-mentianed, is the 
greateſt Enconrager of Ants) and give that one Tree of hu. 


man Knowledge its entire Grawth., 


But as imperfett as the Diſcourſe now is, (of whith I am 
very ſenſsble) I perſuade myſelf the Reader will find an un- 
common Variety init; and that the Obſervations, which are 
by no Means drawn fron Books, but the Life, are ſo far 
juſt, that any one who is at the Pains of looking on them, 


may poſſibly find Truths which his own Experience can atteſt, 


and thus be a Witneſs, as well as a Judge, of what is here 
written: He may find ſome Traces, ſome Features of his | 


on Condition, as the Trojan met his own Picture on a 


foreign Shore. I wiſh, (a rare Wiſh in a Writer) that 
could be refuted in what is here ad vanc d, for ſome of the 
Truths are very melancholy. I hope the great Logos will _ 


be excuſed, ſince the Nature of the Sub ect might eaſily 
have betray d me into a much greater Tran/greſſion againſt 
the common Limits of this kind of Writing. | 

If this Piece in any tolerable Degree anſwers its Title, a 
Peruſal will not be thrown away upon it. For I look on it 
as one of the Deſiderata in Literature, and that of the near- 
eſt, and moſt general Concern io Man. | 


COLOSS, 


| 


| 


GO LOK 


| Set your Aﬀettions on Things above, and not on 


Thizgs on the Earth. 


and Life, and Death, and Reſurrection of 
our Lord, were Acts ot infinite Merit; 
Merit ſufficient to ſatisfy God's Juſtice, and 
bring Sinners to the Terms ot Reconcile- 
ment, and Salvation: But we mult not imagine that they 
wrought any Change, or Contfuſion in the Nature 
of Things, God is as pure as ever, and Iniquity is as 
much his Averſion: Tho? he can he reconciled to Sinners, 
he cannot be reconciled to Sin; and tho* the Sinner may 
be ſaved, he cannot be ſaved unleſs he, firſt, be changed; 
for Ileaven has no more Admittance for Corruption, 
than it had before. And therefore the unchangeable Ho- 
lineſs of God requires, that notwith(tanding all our Lord 
has done to fave us, we ſhould t:ll work out our own 
Salvation, by a Conformity to his Example, as well as 
2 Dependance on his Merit; nor, molt impiouſly, make 
his Merit an Encouragement of Sin. 


For this Reaſon, the Chriſtian is called on to be born, to 
live, to die, and to riſc again, in a Moral Senſe; for in the 
Natu- 


E by no Means queſt ion, but that the Birth, 
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2 Atrue Eſtimate of Human Life. 
Natural, all theſe Acts are Acts of Neceſſity. Theſe Ex. 


preſſions import ſo many ſeveral Stages in the Chriſtiaz 
Courſe. 


By Nature we are born of Fleſh and Blood, which gives 
us a Conſtitution fond ot what is preſent, and careleſs ot 
what is tuture : And therefore to ſecure the tuture, we are: 
told, that the Spirit ot God is a new Principle of Life, 
which, when received into the Soul, will impreſs on it 
new Thoughts, new Aims, and new Defires; and to re. 
ccive this Principle, and theſe Impreſſions, is the Chii- 
{tian Birth, 


By Nature we live a Life of Senſe and Self- will, which 
is deſtructive ot our eternal Intereſt ; and there fore we are 


enjoined to take the Will of Chriſt for our Rule, and his 


Practice for our Example; and this is the Chriſtian Lite. 


By Nature we die thro' a Separation of Soul and Body; 
but this Separation makes it well with none, with whom 


it was not well betore ; and theretore we are enjoined to 


die to Siu; and this is the Chriſtian Death. 
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By Nature (or by God's Appointment in Nature) we are, 


to ri{- again whether we will, or no; but nothing that is 


of pure force can produce an Effect to any one's ſpiritual 
Advantage; and therefore are we to riſe by Choice, that 
is, by ſetting our A ffections on Things above; and this is 
the Criſtian State, and that which the Text particularly 
calls for. 


I ſhall begin with explaining the Words. The firſt 


Word in the original Text contains the whole Act of our 
Duty. We tranilate it, fer your Affections, but more is 
implied in it. We cannot love any thing without judging 
ot its Worth; or can we judge ot the Worth of any Thing, 
without taking it into our Thoughts; and the Word ſigni- 
fies each ot theſe Acts, to * chink, to + judge, and to love, 


—_— 


* Rom. 12. + Rom. 14 6 Inthe Text. 
| Thus 
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Thus the whole Signification of the Word not only teach- 
es us the whole Act of our Duty, but like wiſe the Method 
neceſſary for the Practice ot it; think, judge, and then 
love. 


The next Words are 2 above; Shewing the Ob- 
ject of our Duty. Now things above, in the Stile of 
Scripture, ſigniſie the Things of Grace, and the Things 
of Glory. The Things of Grace, are Holineſs, Juſtice, 
Temperance, Charity, and all other Chriſtian Vertues. 
Prov. xv. 24. The Way of Life i; above to the Wiſe, that he 
may depart from Hell beneath; that is, every wile Man 
will be religious; tor this is the Way above, that upper, 
exalted Way that leads to Lite; But Sin is the low and ig- 
nominious Way, fo low, that there is nothing bencath 
it but Hell, to which it leads. 


Secondly, by Things above, are meant the Things of 
Glory; as the beatifick Viſion of God, the Preſence of 
Chriſt, the Converſation of Angels, the Fellowſhip of 
Saints; Bodies glorified, Souls ennobled, Faculties enlarg- 
ed, and entertained with tranſporting Objects, and reple- 
niſhed with vnmixed Joys! all theſe Things are meant by 
Things above: And one would imagine that an Inzuncti- 
on could not be ungrateful, to ſet our Affections on Things 


like theſe. 


und yet it is ungrateful to moſt of us; and that for this 
Reaſon, becauſe there are Things on the Earth roo, Things 
contrary in their Nature, and inconſiſtent in their Choice, 
with the Things now mentioned: Pleaſant Things, and 
ſuch whote Pleaſures are pre ſent, and palpable, and always 
at hand: Pleafures of Appetite and Senſe, thoſe winning 
Maſters, under whole Dominion we ſpend the firſt of our 
Years for want of Reaſon, and (too often) the ret, in ſpite 
of it: Pleaſures, that thro' their Number, and Opportu- 
nity, and Prepoſſeſſion, and Cuſtom, get ſuch a fital A- 
{cendant, that unleſs we are always on our Guard againſt 
them, our Love ot things above will either never ſpring, 
er (what is all one) never come to Maturity. And this is 


w 
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the Reaſon of that Caution ſup ed in the laſt Word 
of the Text, not on Things on the Earth, | 


| 

Having thus explained the Words, I proceed to ſhey 
the particular Method of pract ſing the Duty contained i 
them; which conſiſts (as I have already intimated) | 
thole three Acts; Firſt, Thinking ot; Secondly, Judy 
ing; Thirdly, Loving the Things above. | 


To think of them is the beginning of our Duty. No 
thing can act on the Soul but by the Mediation 
Thought; that which we think not of, moves us no mon 
than that which is not: And thereſore it is not ſo much th 
Beauty, or Excellency, or Gratetulneſs, or Fitneſs of u 
Object, as Thought that makes us love. The Objed 
brings in the Matter, but Thought gives the Form to th 


Paſſion ; and it we think not of a Thing, it is impoſſible 
[ 


we ſhould love it, be it never ſo lovely. 


j 


If therefore we would work our {elves to a proper Zel 


for Things above, it is neceſſary that we ſhould allow out 


ſelves {tated Seaſons of thinking on them We mult cal 
them into our Mind, and make them the Matter of ou 


{erious Contemplation, and then the moſt OY 


Things will certainly move in us a ſuitable Deſire. 


Nor is it ſtrange that Thought ſhould be neceſſary to 


give us an Affection for Things Spiritual and remote, 
when it is neceſſary to give us a Perception of Things ſen- 
fible, and at Hand, The Eye may be open on an Object 
which it does not ſee; and the Ear ſtruck with Sounds 
which it does not hear, it Thought is intenſely engag'd 
another Way, Burt imall Attention, indeed, is neceſlary 
to give Things ſenſible, and preſent their full Force on us, 
And this is the Reaſon of that Advantage; which earthly 


Things have on our Choice, above heavenly : They are im- 


medliate; their Preſence is their Power. But religious 
Thought, and that only, can rob them of this tatal Ad- 
vantage; which is a ſtrong Argument for the Practice ot 
this Duty: I hought can make abſent things preſent, take 

away 
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| away the Diſtance between Earth and Heaven, and make 


an eternal Good, though future, a betrer Entertainment, 
and fuller Satis faction to the Mind, than all the Pleatures 
of Sin, tho' at Hand, 


I confeſs, indeed, ſince Heaven forces it ſelf on our 
Thoughts, trom a thouſand Occaſions, whether we will 
or no; that many think of Heaven, and yet do not de ſire 
it as much as they ought ; but this I affirm. that every Man 
deſires it in proportion to his Thinking: For no Man but 
withes for Heaven, while Heaven is on his Mind; and if 
every tranſient Glance of Thought can procurea W iſh, it 
isa good Argument, that a fixed and frequent Contempla- 
tion would produce no leſs than an effectual Will, It there- 
tore we affect not Heaven enough, it is becauſe we con- 
template it too little. 


Indeed there is one ſtrange Conſideration which offers it 
ſelf on this Subject: Since our common Notion of Thirgs 
above repreſents them as infinitely preferable to all other, 
how is it poſſible that they ſhould not ever engage our 
Thoughts? how is it poſſible, that Mankind which abhors 
nothing ſo much as Pain, ſhould not be for ever meditating 
on that Place, which we confeſs to be the Seat of perfect 
Exemption from it? how is it poſſible, that Mankind 
which toils out a weary Life in eager Purſuits of every Ap- 
pearance of Good, ſhould forget that which we confeſs the 
Supream ? for tis roo maniteſt, that as the Thoughts ot 
Heaven, and heavenly Things enter moſt rarely into our 
Minds, fo they hang the moſt looſely there, and are ſooneſt 
diſlodged trom their ſlender hold on us. Every new Ob- 
ject, tho' never ſo trifling, foreign, or abſurd, is ſufficient 


to divert us from the Importance ot them. 


The Holy Scripture is frequent in aſſerting, that the De- 
vil is actually and perpetually converſant among us. His 
End and Buſineſs being to ſeduce, deceive, and deſtroy. 
Nor can there be a greater human Demonſtration of this 
Truth, than this Inſtance of our Thoughts, with regard 
to the Contemplation of eternal Happineſs ; — 
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ruptions, are ſo unaccountable, ſo contrary to their Nature 
and Manner of Attention, when applied to worldly Ob- 
jects, that they cannot ſcem to receive their Conduct from 
any Principle, either Voluntary, or Mechanical, that is 
purely within our ſelves, but trom the extrinſick Influ- 
ence, and Injection of that evil Spirit. And accordingly 


we find him charged, Mar. xiii, 19. with this very Fact 


of ſnatching away good Thoughts trom the Heart of Man, 


And, indeed, it Men but grant that there is ſuch a Pow. 
er, and that be c:n tempt us, (which, it we deny, we muſt 
ceaſe to be Chriſtians.) the other tollows of it ſeit : For 
the Region of the Soul, in which the Devil forges his 
Wiles to deccive us, is the Imagination; and his Manner 
of working is by forming Images, or exciting Motions 
there, which become the immediate Matter of our 
Thought ; and his Time of working is then particularly, 
when he perceives our Minds are religiouſly diſpoſed, for 
then he is molt afraid of loſing his Hold on us. And thence 
comes to paſs { what I fear all of us have perceived) chat at 
the Scaious of Devotion a Languor, and Inatrention often 
comes over us, which we feel neither before, nor after : 
For then eſpecially, ne attempts our Imagination, and 
throngs it with foreign Matter. As therefore my Text 


| 
Slackneſs, Avocations, Startings, Wanderings, and Inter. -_ 


eleg 


mus 


rep 
tha 


requires the ſetting our Thoughts on Things above, in or- 


der to create ſuch a Reliſh, and kindle ſuch a Deſire as is 
due to them; ſo in order to ſetting our Thoughts on them, 
it is neceſlary to ſuperadd this Rule; that in the Seaſons aſ- 
ligned for ſuch Contemplation, we would always guard 
our Thoughts with that Petition in the Lord's Prayer, De- 
liver us trom Evil, that Evil- one (as it may be rendered) 


who is ever hovering round us to {natch away good 
Thoughts from our Hearts, 


But a Perſuaſive to ſerious Contemp'ation (and nothing 
leſs than ſerious Contemplation is ſutficient) muſt ſeem 
ſtrange to fo gay an Age, which has diſtinguiſhed it ſelt 
by nothing more, than by carrying D:veclions to their 
greateſt, and molt expenſive Height; Diverizons, which 

| are 
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are theReverſe of ſerious Thought : An Age, which parti- 


Inter. cularly may be ſaid with Sempronia, * Plallere, & ſaltare 
{ature elegantius quam nzceſſe eſt Probe, Pecuniæ, an Fama mi- 


y Ob. 


from 
hat is 
Influ- 


ing! 
724 | 


nus parceret haud facile diſcerneres. 1 cannot theretore but 
repeat what cannot, I think, fail of ſome Effect on all 
that hear it attentively. 


« Ah, my Friends! while we Laugh, all things are ſeri - 
« gus round about us: God is ſerious, who exerciſeth Pa- 
u tience toward us; Chriſt is ſerious, who ſhed his Blood 
« for us; the Holy Ghoſt is ſerious, who ſtriveth againſt 
the Obſtinacy ot our Hearts; the Holy Scriptures bring 
« to our Ears the moſt ſerious things in the World; the 
Holy Sacraments repreſent the moſt ſerious, and awful 
Matters; the whole Creation is ſerious in ſerving God, 
« andus; all that are in Heaven or Hell, are ſerious; how, 
« then can we be gay? To give theſe excellent Words 
their tull torce, it ſhall be known, that they came not 
from the Prieſthood, but the Court; and from a Courtier 
as eminent as England ever boaſted, 


I ſhall now proceed to my ſecond Head, Judging of 
the Things above; which is the ſecond Act of our Duty. 
As judging of them without thinking, which ſome do, 
(or ourConverſations and Preſſes would not be ſo guilty as 
they are,) is prepoſtrous; ſo thinking of them without 
Judging, is incompetent, and ſhort. We mult therefore 
Judge likewiſe of the Things above; that is, we muſt 
think of them comparatively, weigh them againſt all 
other Things, that may poſſibly ſtand in competition with 
them; and ſo on arational, and mature Deliberation, give 
them that Preference which they ſo well deſerve. 


Now this ſecond Act of the Soul is neceſſary for the fixing 
our Affections, for this Reaſon ; becauſe the ſimple Act ot 
Thinking, indifferently raiſes our Love to every Thing 
that is pleaſurable; but whenJudgment comes to examine, 
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and diſcern between thoſe pleaſurable Things, it will fin 
that ſome ot them muſt be foregone, and rejected of Ny 
ceſſity, becauſe they are inconſiſtent with, and deſtri 
tive of each other. And this in a particular Manner, is d 
Caſe between Things above, and Things upon the Ea 
both of them otter Pleaſures, and ſach Pleaſures as mul 
neceſſarily engage our Affections, on our firſt Contempl 
tion of them: But thoſe two Kinds of Pleaſures are i 
conſiſtent ; fo contrary to each other, both in their Nati 


Since, then, it is neceſſary to chuſe one, in order to en 
joy either, let our Judgment examine theſe two Compe 
titots for our Aﬀections, Things above, and Things upon 


the Earth, and ſee which of them is moſt likely to bring in 
the tulleſt Satisfaction to our Souls, 


and their Mens, that it is impoſſible for one Soul to pu : 
tue both; ſuck therefore, as eatertain a diſtracted tnclin i 
tion for both of them, are called in Scripture, Men of f 
Souls. | \ 
{ 
| 


Firſt, let us put this World in the Ballance ; and to avoid 
Confuſion in ſo wide a Subject, let us ſeparately conſider 
the different Orders, Ages, Aims, Relations, Conſtitu - 
tions, Tempers, and Paſſions of Men; and fee this Variety! 
united in uncafineſs and Cotnplaint. | 


Firſt, as to their Orders. The Peaſant complains aloud; 
the Courtier in Secret repines : In Want, what Diſtreſs? | 
In Affluence, what Satiety ? The great are under as much 
Difficulty to expend with Plexture, as the Mean to labour | 
with Succeſs, In Retirement, what Oſcitancy, what 
Heavinefs ? In the World, what Conflict, what Fatigue? | 
The Ignorant, thro'ill-grounded Hope, are diſappoittted; | 
the Knowing, thro' Knowledge, deſpond, Ignorance oc- | 
cations Miſtake; MiſtakeDi{zppointment, andDifappoint- ; 
ment isMiſery : Knowledge, on the other Hand, gives true 
Judgment, and true Judgment of things below, gives abe. 
monſtration of their Iniufficiency to our Peace. Good For- 
tune makesthe W' ill undiſciplined and diſſolute, thelmagina- 
tion vain, the Paſſions ſtrong. and che ij udetſtanding Weak: 
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A miſerable State! Affliction is the beſt School of Wil 
dom; no Volumes are an Equivalent for the Neceſſity of 
Reflection that lays us under; but then it muſt be confeſſed 
we pay dear for its Inſtruction: And fince the End of Wiſ- 
dom is to lead us to Pleaſure, what fignifies that Wiſdom 
which is accompanied with Pain? 


The Marriage State only may be the moſt happy, but is 
the moſt dangerous; as truitiulof Calamities, as it is of 
Relations; whoſe Capacity of being our greateſt Pleaſures, 
is likewiſe their Capacity of being our greateſt Pains. And 
if we conſult Experience more than Reaſon in this Point, 
we have Grounds to fear the worſt. Nor is Reaſon entirely 
on the other Side ; for itthere are more Vices, than Vir- 
tues, more unfortunate than fortunate Accidents in Life, 
the Balance in this State, will probably turn againſt us: 
The Good in it we look on as as our Due, and there fore re- 
ceive it coldy, and without a proper Emotion ot Heart; 
the Bad is unexpected, and therefore keen the Reſentment 
ot it: The Shaft is ſharp; the Surprize dips it in Poiſon, 
and doubles our Anguiſh. Both Parties look on all that the 
other can do tor them as an abſolute Debt: Tais Notion 
leaves both a much lefs Power to oblige, than to diſguſt; 
and conſequently makes Diſquiets almoſt unavoidable, 


The State of Celibacy, unleſs it can work out an artifi- 
cial Happineſs for the Abſence of Evils, which requires a 
peculiar Strength of Mind, is a deſert, melancholy, and 
diſconſolate State: At the Maturity of Life, tender Aﬀec- 
tions awake in the Heart, which demand their proper Ob- 
jets, and pine for the want of them. In this State of Ce- 

ibacy, they muſt either be extinguiſh'd, or continued 

without Gratification: The firſt is a great Violence to Na- 
ture; the Second, her laſting Pain; and a Pain ot that 
Kind, which furniſhed the Platoniſts with their principal 
Idea ot Hell. Our Paternal Affections muſt be drawn off, 
— a Mother's Milk, or they will corrupt, and turn to Dil- 
e. 


E Husband, 
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Husband, and Father, are the Titles of Honour which 
Nature diſpenſes, and endows them with greater Pleaſure, 
than any Titles which Fortune can confer. They that re. 
ſiſt the lmpulſes of Nature, arereſiſted by her, in their 
new Schemes ot Enjoyment; and Nature is a powertu 
Adverſary. He that has Children multiplies himfelt, and 

ives Happineſs many Channels by which to flow in upon 
kim : Letting the Heart ſtream out in Tenderneſs on its 
proper Objects, as it is the greateſt Duty, ſo it is the 
teſt Bleſſing ot I. ite: To have no one, to whom we 


tily wiſh well, and for whom we are warmly concerned, 


isadepiorable State. It may be ſaid, that W iſdom wil 
provide us with ſuch Objects, in every Condition: It 
may; but it would coſt us leſs Pains, if we ſuffered Na 
ture to eaſe her of that Trouble. 


Perſons ot Birth, Riches, Power, and Talents, thoſe 


ſhining, and env ed Characters, have all their pecuiiar E. 


vils, the Growth of their reſpective States. 


Firſt, Perſons of Birth: Theſe have their Eye on theit 


Anceſtors; and would have their Glory ſubſiſt on the Me- 
rit of the Dead. This the World will not agree to, but 
thinks that an Argument for Attainments of their own, 
which the Great by Birth look on as their Exemption from 
the Labour of them: Thus are they pain'd, where t 
expect Homage, to find Reproach. They condemn tho 
of mean Extraction; and by that Contempt, as it were, 
exact theirHate;and generally have what they exact, with 
the bad Conſequences ot it. Ardenily they defireHonours, 
becauſe it is natural to Men to deſire an Accumulation of 
that Good, ot which already they enjoy a Share: Hencea 
Diſappointment in this Purſuit, is more ſtinging to them, 
than others. Who is truly more noble for his high Birth? 
He that deſpiſes it: He that deſpiſes it as a Poſſeſſion, but 
values itasan Incitement to Virtue. Their Appellations 


are their Inſtructors , they are ſliled Noble, on a Preſump- 
tion that they retain the Virtue ; their Blood is ſtiled Gene- 


rous, 
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reus, on a Preſumption that they retain the high Nature 


of their Anceſtors. Their Riches are not ſufficient. 


Secondly, Men of Riches : Theſe Men, which is natu- 
ral, are ſo high in their Opinion of what they largely poſ- 
ſeſs, that they think to haveRiches, is to have every Thing: 
that, they think them the Price for, and Title to all the 
World can give, or Man enjoy. Hence high Expectations, 
and high Reſentments, and every Evil is aggrandized by 
Theſe. Every wrong Accident is a Calamity, and not on- 
ly a Calamity, but an Injury too; for have not they a Ti- 
tle to better Things? Others, when they are ſick, are ſor- 
ry; but theſe are angry alſo, and look on a Gout, or a Fe- 
ver, as an Object of Reſentment ; which is {till the ſtran- 
ger, becauſe, for the moſt Part, they invite them to their 
Habitations. + 


Thirdly, Men of Power: They that have it in their Pow- 
er to make the Fortune, and Reputation of others, may 
have, and often have as many Enemies, as thoſe whole 
Fortune, and Reputation they do not make, For Men 
are ſo fond of themſelves, as to think that all others can do, 
they ſhould do for them. This is unjuſt, but this is true. 
And hence it is, that all the Uneaſy, inſtead of venting their 
Paſſion by ſtriking the Air, as it is natural for the Peeviſh 
in their Guſts of Rage to do, vent it often on Men in Pow- 
er, by ſhooting their Arrows at them, even bitter Words 5 
becauſe Men are apt to think they contract an Importance, 
from the Importance of thoſe they injure, W hereas tis 
rare that Men in Power give juſt Offence to ſuch as theſe: 
If they injure, they ſtoop not to theſe; they level at the 
Great, for that gives their Dignity the higheſt Satis faction. 
The Great otten juſtly are, the Mean otten unjuſtly will 
be their Enemies. Where then are their Friends? They 
muſt be few ; and thoſe few are more likely to be ſecret E- 
nemies to them, than to any others with whom they pals 
for Friends. Becauſe, Firſt, Men of Power create the 
greateſt Envy, which is our ſtrongeſt Pallion : Secondly, 
their Ruin would afford the largeſt Plunder, and our ewn 
Emolumeat is our chieteſt Aim, 


B 2 Fourthly, 
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But on Publication he finds the Payment deferred; deferr'd | 
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Fourthly, Men ot Talents: If they do exert them, it | 
will coſt them much Pains, and they may probably tail of 
Succeſs, through Malice of Accident, or Indiſcrertion of | 
Choice. Or it they ſucceed in their Labour, their L. 
bour may not ſucceed in its Reputation; or if it does, it 
is only ſeiting themſelves a hard Task for the future; for 
it is double he to fall beneath themſelves. Fame is ge- 
nerally theſe Mens Aim; and to fail of our Aim, be it ne- 
ver ſo idle, is Intelicity. An Author at his Lamp tell 
himſelf in Triumph, now the Toil is almoſt over, the 
Purchaſe at hand, he's within a Month ot Immortality. 


to the Day of his Death; too late a Paymentof that 
which he cannot transfer to his Heir, There is no ſtrong. 
er Intatuation than this Deſire of chimerical Immortali 
ry. It is very ſtrange; but the Secret of it is this: God 


implanted in the Soul a violent Deſire of Approbation, in 


order to ſtimulate Men into an Attainment ot his own Ap- 
probation, which is the moſt valuable; as he implanted in 
the Soul ſtrong Hope, and Fear, and Love, that he him» 
ſelt might be the Object of them, as my Text directs: 
But as theſe f ffections when they ſtop ſhort on Teraporals, | 
become Pains; ſo this violent Deſire ot Approbation, when | 


it tops ſhort at Men, becomes, the moſt admirably wiſe 
in God's Deſign, that ridiculous, and — unac- 
countable Folly ot which I ſpeak : And the wiſeſt of Men, 


not attending to this, have ſometimes ſtarted in Surprize | 
and Shame, on diſcovering that ſome of their nobleſt Des | 


fizns had their Riſe, and Termination in that moſt deſpi- 


cable Poinr, the Opinion of Men. Thus you ſee that the 


Thirſt of Approbation, when miſapply'd becomes a Fol- 
ly, and incurs Shame, which it would moſt avoid. And 


this is the State of the greateſt Gifts that Omnipotence can 
beſtow, when turned on improper Ends. This, there- 


tore, which might ſeem digreſſive, is not ſo; it tends to 
demonſtrate the Miſeries of this Life, ſince hence it ap- 


. 


Z. SSS 


© 8B 


% 3a Q 


P 1 


pears, that we have Reaſon to ſtand in Dread of the very 
Excellencies ot our Nature, as well as the Imperfeclions 


of it, 


Secondly, 
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Secondly, Conſiderthe different Ages: Young Men de- 


fire paſſionately, and therefore are afflictively diſappoin- 
ted. T eſire chiefly Gratifications of Senſe, and 
therefore ſoon impair their Appetites tor them, and anti- 
cipate old Age by Infirmities. 


They areextreamly mutable in their Inclinations, and 
theretore as ſome Things by Nature cannot, others, 


through their own Temper, ſhall not pleaſe them long. 


They are faſtidious in their Pleaſures, as thinking the 
moſt delicate and exalted, the Prerogative of their Time 
of Lite: Thus they reject many, and impair the reſt. 


There are prone to Anger, becauſe unſubdued by For- 


tune, and unapprized by Wiſdom of what they ought to 


expe& : Hence are they diſpleaſed with others without 
Cauſe, and then with themſelves, for being fo ; for gene- 


| nally their Senſe of being in the Wrong is as quick, as their 


Propenſity to it, is ſtrong. 


They have not a ſufficient Regard for Things of Utili- 


| ty, (becauſe they never wanted,) and find the bad Effects 


ot it; what Pride can better taſte, pleaſes them more: 
Hence they are very render of their Honour, before they 


ve gained any :; and thus are they pain'd, not only about 
Things that are, but Things alſo, that are not. 


They are credulous becauſe unexperienced ; deceiv- 


el, becauſe credulous; and outrageous, becauſe deceiv- 


ed: And hence, from too tond an Opinion, they are apt 


do conceive too inveterate a Diſlike tor Mankind; as fruit- 
ful a Source ot Evil, as their fivſt Miſtake, 


The young Man's Field of Reflection is ſmall, for little 
is paſt ; his Field of Hope large, for much is to come; 
which falling in with Vivacity of Spirits, and Vanity of 
Heart, he indulges it to the Excluſion of neceſſary Fear, 


Which is the Shield of Life; and hence is he perpetually 
B 3 wounu- 
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wounded in his Peace, Fortune, Reputation, or Health, 
or All. 


He delights in Extreams, whereas Virtue is in the Men | 
and Happineſs dwells with her. He is a Squanderer ot 
Wealth, as well as of Health, Peace, and Reputation; and 


by the Guilt of Youth, lays up Poverty for Age; of which 
1 am now to ſpeak. 


Age is inteſted with Suſpicion, Exceſs of Caution, Dil. 
affection, Puſilanimity, Illiberality, Querulouſneſs, Im- 
modeſty, Garrulity, Want of Compaſſion, ſolid Hatred, 


Moroſeneſs, inordinate Self-Love, extream Covetouſnels,} 
and Diſtempers. 


An old Man is ſuſpicious, becauſe incredulous; and in- 
credulous, becauſe experienced. For the Knowledge, and 
Diſtruſt of Mankind are inſeparable. Now he that lives 
in perpetual Suſpicion, lives the Lite of a Centinel, of 4 
Centinel never relieved; whoſe Buſineſs it is to look out 


for, and expect an Enemy, which is an Evil not very fat! 
ſhortof periſhing by him. | 


Allied to Suſpicion is Exceſs of Caution: Wiſdom,Cold-! 
neſs of Temperature, and ſometimes IIl- nature, are mi- 
ed in this, I ſhall chuſe one Inſtance that includes them all: 
in Points of Speculation he rarely affirms, or denies any 
Thing politiveiy, though he is beſt able to do it: He knows: 
nothing, but is of ſuch an Opinion on moſt Oc caſions b 
which, one Thing he means, is, to call younger Men Fools, 
(wl:o delight in a more ſanguine Stile) and thus, arttully, | 


to gratify his Diſaffection to them. 


He is all Diſaffection: I iprak in 1. He loves no 
body, becauſe tormeriy, very probably. his good inclina- 
tion: have been abuied; besides, rhe Aff. ctions as natu- 
rally contract inthe Evening ot Life, as Flowers at the 
Departure of rhe Sun Now be the loves woe, enjoys 
noue, Nor is l d, j ed eny 


ne 
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He is Puſilanimous, from Decay of Spirits, and the 
Blows of Fortune. Now Puſilanimity is the want of 
Hope, and Hope is the Cordial of Life. 


He is Querulous, which is the Voice of Puſilanimity; 
and an infallible Source ot Contempt. 


He is illiberal, as knowing how hard it is to gin, and 
how caſy to loſe; as like wiſe, irom a growing Paſſion tor 
the Security ot to-morrow ; whereas to day is the Miſtreſs 
of Youth. Now Illiberality is the Source ot Hatred, as 
Generoſity is of Love. 


He is Immodeſt, I mean bardened to the Eye, and un- 
affected with the Opinion of others, becauſe he dileſ- 
teems them; and diſeſteems them, becauſe he knows 
them; and Praiſe, and Diſpraiſe we diſeſteem, when we 
diſeſteem thoſe from whom they come. Now this Im- 
modeſty is a Source both of Hatred, and Contempt. Be- 
ſides, Virtue is always enteebled by a Neglect of Praiſe, 
which is a Food of it. 


He is Talkative, becauſe his largeſt Scene lies backward ; 
and his Talk on the paſt, is always a Cenſure on the pre- 
ſent : Now he that cenſures, is diſpleaſed. Beſides this 
Talkativeneſs is diſguſting on two Accounts: Firſt, as he 
is generally his own Theme; Secondly, as it runs coun- 
ter to the Fire, and Activity ot younger Men, to whom 
he ſpeaks. 


His Compaſſion is ſlight, from his Familiarity with 
Misfortunes; and his Hatred is ſolid, more apt to vent it 
lelt in Deeds than Words, from the Maturity of his Wiſ- 
dom, which loves Things effectual, and to the Purpoſe. 
H's former Qualities put him in a State of War with Man- 
Kind: This, in a State of War that gives no Quarter. 


He is Moroſe, and an inordinate Lover ot himſelf. The 
Firſt, becauſe he envies Pleaſures which he can't partake. 
"Wa 


There 


16 Atrue Eſiimate of Human Life: 


There is no ſuch Thing, at leaſt, in our Climate, as 3 
gay old Man; A Fly in Winter is for Nations nearer the 
Sun, He is the Second, becauſe Men riſe in Fondneſs tor 
Things, in proportion to their Hazard of loling them; 


and his Life is on the Departure. Hence abſurdly his Pa. | 


ſion tor it increaſes, as its Value fails, Now from all that 
has been ſaid, 


His extream Covetouſneſs is accounted for. Money 
has two excellent Qualities for him: Firſt, it will do that 


for him, which no one will, willingly, do: It will keep 


him Company, as it always does; it will flatter him; it 
will go on bis Errands; it will procure bim Smiles, and 
Bows, and all the Outſide of Affection, and Reſpect. Se- 
condly, as it is a Thing inanimate, it can give no Offence. 
But not to aggravate this Matter, (which it little needs!) 
granting, that as Youth is the Reign of vehement Deſire, 
and vehement Deſire, is a Diſeaſe, a Fever, a Pain; fo 
Age, indeed, brings on a Serenity ; Experience makes us 
able Pilots in the Waves of Fortune, and Vigour impair'd 
no longer ſcorches us with the Violence of Deſire ; Grant- 
ing, that the Mind gains that Strength which the Body 
loſes, and intellectual Pleaſures are then in their tull Force; 
yet ſo, it muſt be conteſs'd, are 
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Diſtempers too ;and whatComfort is there in anHoſpital, 
or aStorm ? In Youth what Diſappointments of our own = 
mak ing: In Age what Diſappointments from the Nature of 
Things ꝰ lt is long before we arrive at a right Conduct, and 
by that at a true Reliſh, and good Husbandry ot Life; and 


when we are arrived at it, as much as Wiſdom gives, Time 
withdraws, Objects begin to flatten, and Appetites to tail. 
Human Lite has then its Morning and Evening; but the 
Evening and Morning are one Day; a Day of Sorrows! 
different indeed in Sort, but in Eſſence the ſame. And 
this is the Reaſon why Men aiways unhappy, are always 
expecting Happineſs. For had we no Change of Scenes 
to experience oneafter another, we ſhould ſooner be con- 
vinced of the Vanityot our Expectations : Whereas we, 


now, are amuſed with Hope, which, for Pleaſure, gives 
| 12 


| 
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| vs Change ot Pain; we are wretched, and deceived, which 

increales our Wretchedneſs; for every Sorrow receives a 
new Sting. from our Expectation of the contrary. 


Thirdly, Conſider our Aims: If we let looſe our Wiſhes 
at Things above our Deſert, how rarely we ſucceed ? Or 
it we ſucceed, how are we pain'd with the Fears of ex 
| ſing our Inſufficiency ? How ſhall we make good thePro- 
mile our Fortune has made to the World? We muſt live in 
ual Conſtraint: be for ever {weating under a Mask 
| of Form and Artifice, which, in ſpite of all our Care, the 
Wiſe will ſee through, and, at their Mercy we lie, for the 
precarious Character we preſerve. And how ridiculous a 
Sight it is, to ſee a Man embarraſs d by good Fortune, and 
' ftruggling wich his own Succeſs? To take up more Mo- 
' peythanour Eſtate can anſwer, in Time, is certain Ruin: 
To take up more Reputation than eur Merit can anſwer, 


in Time, isas certain Shame, 


If our Fortune, on the other hand, falls below our De- 


are really Maſters of, and of levying that Advantage and 
Reputation which is due to them? Our Preterment is our 
Puniſhment ; and the Conſciouſneſs of our Worth is at 
once our Pride, and our Affliction; how unpromiſing 2 
Scene is that for Happineſs, where our Merit increales the 
Number of our Pains ? y | 


| 
, ſert, how careleſs are we of exerting thoſe Capacities we 
' 


If our Aimsare proportian'd to our Deſert, we may in- 
deed ſucceed ; but our Succeſs will ſoon grow inſipid, nay, 
— when we ſee (as ſoon we ſhall!) our Interiors in 

erit get the Start of us in Place and Fortune; when we 
find our Wildom and Modeſty leſs advantageous, than the 
Raſhneſs and Confidenceot other Men. 


If we ſtandalone and independent, it is a proud, but a 
ſolitary and uncomfortable Dominion; unretreſh'd with 
Hope, which is the Lite of Lite itſelf. It we have our 
Attachments, and lean againſt our Superiors, it is often a 
ſhining Servitude, a promiſing Anxiety, that ow — 
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deed our Spirits, but torments them too, during the Sul. 
pence; and as often deceives, as ſatisfies, in the E 
W hich has moſt Happineſs ? a ſervile Hope, or a hopeleg 
Independency ? He that has many Hopes, has many Poſſi 


bilities of Diſappointment ; he that has few, has few Oc. 


caſions of Jov. 


If we converſe with our Inferiors, or Equals only, we | 


facrifice the Advancement ot our Fortune, to preſent Ea( 


and Complacency ; it with our Superiors, we in ſome 


Meaſure ſacrifice our Eaſe and Complacency, to our For. 
tune; our Caution muſt be always awake, our Abilitic; 


always on the Stretch; and Converſation, which was de. 


ſigned torecreate, muſt become a Dilcipline, and an En. 
terprize. 


Moreover, it is Expectation from Superiors that is apt 
to give a painful, and unreaſonable Awe ot them; an Awe! 


due ra: her .o God, than Man. It is that which annoys our 


Breaſts with puſilanimous Doubts and Fears; that makes 


the little Heart play irs Servile Paſſions in all their Force, at 


2 Smile, or a Frown; which he that does not expect, is 


free from himſelf, and in others, moſt juſtly contemns, 


The moſt deſpicable Weakneſs any one Man can be guilty 


ot, is an undue Fear of another, which Expectation is apt 
to ſubject him to. 


0 
Te 
U 


Obſcurity has its obvious Diſadvantages; and a great 


Name is theMark of Envy andReproach: Or if Reproach 
ſpareit, it muſt be nurtur d, orloſt. Time itſelf will work 
Decay in Glory as in other Things; unleſs it be kept in 
Repair at the Expenceof returning Pains, and a Succeſſion 
ot Deſerts: And if preſerved, it has its moral Evils; Fame 


: 


b 
| 
( 
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from Letters, makes a Man unſociable, and overbearing; 


Fame from political Wiſdom, defigning ; and Fame from 


Arms, incorrect of Life. It has likewiſe its natural Evils. 
For ſince Fame is the general Miſtreſs of Mankind, he that 


enjoys it haz almoſt as many Rivals as Men, and often as 
many Foes as Rivals, | 


One 
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One Man aims at making his Happineſs by Philoſophy, 
another by Fortune, The Firſt is ſtemming the Stream of 
the World, and his own Nature, with endleſs Labour ; 
the Second is carried away by that Stream, with endleſs 
Hazard, and every Wave is Maſter of his Peace. 


One follows Fancy, and by that Time the Thing fancied 
is attained, his Fancy for it is fled. Another tollows Cu- 
ſtom, and is faſhionably pleaſed in Contradiction to his 
own Heart. Seeming to be happy, is his Happineſs; now 
leeming Happineſs implies the Want of it. A third fol- 
lows Reaſon; and Reaſon puts us out of Humour with 
almoſt every Thing about us. 


If Men have no Purſuits they are a Burthen to them- 
ſelves ; it they have, Diſappointments are a greater. What 
Diſappointments interrupt the moſt fuccetstul Proſecu- 
tions? And what is worſe, Poſſeſſion is the greateſt Diſap- 

intment of all; it deſtroys the very Phantom of Happi- 
neſs, our pleaſing Error, our ſweet Flatterer, Hope, which 
before we enjoyed. The Man of Succels, and of the 
higheſt Advancement, firſt indeed laughs at others; but 
ſoon he revenges them, by laughing at himſelf. He on- 
ders how he could be ſo paſſionately fond ot what ſo little 
deſerved his Fondneſs : He is grieved, he is ſurprized, he 
is angry, that the Abſence ot thote Things was able to 
give him ſo much Pain, the Preſence of which can afford 
ſo little Enjoyment. But he uſually keeps the Secret, in 
poor Hopes of that Enjoy ment from the miſtaken Envy 
of others, which the Things envied cannot give him; and 
takes a malicious Pleaſure in ſeeing his unwarned Followers 

deceived, as well as himſelf. There is ever a certain Lan- 
guor attending the Fulneſs ot Proſperity: When the Heart 
has no more to wiſh, it yawns over its Poſſeſſion; and the 
Energy of the Soul goes out, like the Flame that has no 
more to devour; or, like a Storm, loſes its Force tor want 
of Oppoktion. Whois fo wretched as the Man that is 
overwhelm'd with a Multitude of Affairs? He that is re- 
lieved from them, and has none at all, But granting Su- 
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riority of Fortune ſhould give ſome Superiority of Hap. 
— 4 let it be — he who — the Ba 
earments of Life, increaſes, at the ſame Time, the Ter. 
rors of Death. Which leads me to | 


The Fourth Conſideration, that of our Relations in 
Life: A Wife, a Child, dexr tousas our own Boſoms in 
which they lie. what Cowards do they make us ? What 
are their Endearments, their Softneſs, their Charms, but 


new Terrors in the Frown, and new Shatts in the Quiver 


ot Misfortune and Death! There is ſomething truly for. 
midable in having ſuch tender Bleſſings as theſe; and every 
wile and feeling Heart, while it 15 tranſported at the 
Thoughts of them, muit tremble too. 


But all Relations are not pain'd throyghTenderneſsof 
Affection While the Father is ſollicitous for the Welfare 
ot his Son, how ſollicitous and impatient is the Son (very 
otten) tor the Death of that very Father ? What are Alli- 
ances of Blood, but Titles for Expectation? And what are 
Titles for Expectation, but Expoſures to Diſappointment, 
and Aggravations of its Smart? All that ſeeming Family. 


endearment, Comfort and Complacency,which we figure | 


to our (elves at a Diſtance, what is ir, (too often!) but mu- 
tual Attacks onthe Peace, Plots on the Riches, Hopes from 
the Sickneſs, and Joy trom the Deaths of each other? 


The Servant envies his Maſter, and ſometimes the Ma- 
ſter his Servant, and pars with more Juſtice; but juſt- 
ly, neither. For it we well knew how little others enjoy, 
it would reſcue the World from one Sin, there would be 
no ſuch Thing as Envy upon Earth; Envy, which is a 
double Folly ; Folly, as it is a Sin, and Folly as it is a Mi- 
ſtake; for it reſults from the Suppoſition of that which is 
not, the ſuperior Happineſs of others; which is nor, I 
mean, in that Degree we conceive of it; and we envy 
that which we canceive. 


Fiſthly , As to Conſtitutions and Tempers: In Health, 
what Temptation? In Sickneſs, what Pain? The Miſery 
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of many is wrap'd up in their very Veins, how then ſhall 
they fly from it? How many inherit, how many create, 
kow many purchaſe Diſtempers? Earthquake, Storm, 
War, {weep not halt ſo many, asDiſeaſes which we, know- 
ingly, contract by Careleſsneſs and Exceſs. Women, as 
they are leſs ſubject to Pains of Mind, are more ſubject to 
Pains of the Body than Men, to ballance that Account. 


He that is infirm, dies daily, and loſes all the Pleaſure of 
Life: He that knows no lufirmities, obſerves not the 
Lapſe of Time, grows old unawares, and wy — ay 
for Death: But ſuppoſe a Man has Health, and Wiſdom 
too, how many find ig their Tempers an Enemy to Peace? 


The Tempersare, as I take it, leſſer Paſſions, or, vari- 
ous fainter Shades, or Blendings of thoſe ſtrong Colours 
on the Soul of Man, The gloomy, peeviſh, ſanguine, 

hlegmatick, good-natur d, impatient, improvident,wary, 
5 remitting, courteous, arrogant, ſuſpicious, ro- 
fining, reſerved, affable, fearleſs, timid, modeſt, proud, 
_ and inſenſible Temper, have all their peculiar 
Evils. 


A gloomy Temper ſurveys every Thing in the worſt 
Light, and can diſcover no Bleſſings. 


A peeviſh Temper quarrels with the Bleſſings it diſco- 
vers, with its Friends, itſelf; and deteats the Labour of 
Providence for its Satisfaction. 


The ſanguine overſhoots; the phlegmatick de ſponds; 
the mild tempts Inſults; the cholerick is its own Tor- 
mentor. 


If a Man is good natur d, his Friends devour him; if 
not, his Foes. 


The impatient feels as much Uneafineſs from the flow 
Approach of Pleaſure, as others from the Deſpair of ir. 
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To the thoughtleſs and improvident, the Surprize 
every Diſappointment doubles its Pain. 


To the wary and foreboding, the conſtant Expectati 
of Calamity, isa Calamity itſelf. 


If a Man is haughty, and too tender of his Honour, he 
ives the Power of hurting him to every Wretch that c 

w Diſreipe&t : And who cannot? It heisremils, at 
negligent ot Reſpe&, Men will withho!d real Service 
becauſe their Ceremonial was not ſufficiently welcome; 
he loſes the Subſtance, becauſe he will not catch at the Sh 
dow. But Forms are more than Shadows, they are the 
Robe and Defence of Realities, which will ever run ſomes 
Hazard, when we throw them off. 


The very courteous leſſen their Favours by giving ther | 


the Appearance of a Debt, thro? their frequent Profeſſions 


of Kindneſs: The Favours of an arrogant Man are receiv'{! 
unthankfully ; becauſe, throꝰ too great a Conſciouſneſs of: 
them, he is his own Pay-Maſter. And yet he who does nat 
ſometimes aſſert his own Merit, will ſoon have painfi 
Suſpicions that the tor mer is in the Right. 


The ſuſpicious, in ſome Meaſure, juſtify thoſe Inj 


of Imputations on his Honour, becauſe he knows his Title 
is weak; one of great Merit turbidly reſents them, be- 
cauſe he knows his Title is ſtrong, 


The refining Temper is expreſly a Maker of Evils: Not 
to Le obliged by Superiors, it conſtrues an Injury; to be 
obliged by Inferiors, an Affront. To have its Wants re- 
lieved, it conſtrues an Affectation of Superiority in its Be- 
nefactor; not to have them relieved, a Contempt. It can 
work Wonders to ics own Di(advantage,and make aLook 

or Geſture, it diſapproves, a lecious Misfortune. 
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Reſerve may procure Reſpect, but it gives a Diſpoſition 
to Hatred; becauſe that Reſpe is involuntary, and as it 
were, extorted; and we hate every Thing that invades 
the Freedom of our Choice, 


Affability procures Good-will, but may give a Diſpoſi- 


| tion to contempt; becauſe it gives us cheaply that which 


we deſire, and the Difficulty of the Attainment enhances 
the Value ot Things. 


A Fearleſs Temper impairs our Caution, and makes us 
careleſs of exerting our utmoſt Strength ; A Timid, gives 
eur Underſtanding the ſtrongeſt Arguments for exerting 
our Strength, but at the ſame Time enfeebles the Heart in 
the Execution ot what appears ſo reaſonable. 


A Native Modeſty in Men may conciliate Love trom the 
Many, but forbids Eſteem trom the Wiſe: Becauſe with 
them no Act has Merit, but what has Choice; and theſe 


chuſe not Modeſty by their Reaſon, but ſuffer it trom their 
Conſtitutions. 


Proud Men are apt to be injurious,becauſe it isaMark of 
Superiority : They ſtrike more through Vanity, than Ma- 
lice; but then, as it is a Mark, it is a Mutilation ot Supe- 
riority too; For it throws down our Reſpect for them, 
which is a confiderable Support ot it. 


Too great a Senſibility creates pain, where by Nature ĩt 
is not; too little perceives not Bleſſings where they are: 
And there is a too great Senſibility trom Fortune, as well 


as Temper : Rank gives ſome Perſons ſuch aDelicacy,that 


they have a Set of Inquietudes entirely their own,thePre- 
rogative of their high Station, to which their Inferiors 
mult not preſume to pretend. If Humour, and Paſſion 
are indulged, how domincering are they? It denied, how 
rebellious ? which leads me to 


The Sixth and laſt Conſideration, the Paſſions of _, 
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An Account of the Paſſions is properly a Hiſtory of 
Active Part of the Soul, as an Account of the Underſt 
ing is of the Contemplative. They may be conſider da 
{o many Standard-Bearers, round each of which 
Miſchiefs are rang'd in array againſt us, and lay waſte th 
Tranquillity of Human Life. They have by others bee 
conſider dPhyſically. as they conſtitute Part of our Nature, 
Morally, as they influenc* Virtue and Vice; and Rheto 
rically, with regard to Compolition ; but I do not knoy 
that they have been conſider d in asyſtem, or with any Ac. 
curacy, as the Pains, and Promoters of the Pains of Like, 
In this View I ſhall ſpeak of them, with as much Light 
and Diſtin&ion, as I can. lt is the Paſſions that give the 
perpetual Motion to Human Lite, that roll us from Place 
to Place, trom Object to Object, nor will the Grave itſelf 
afford them Reſt. 

Fir, Anger. It is elegantly ſaid, the King's Anger i 
as a roaring Lion. Which Deſcription ot it is confin'd u 
Kings, only as to its Efficacy; it is as ſtrong, tho' not u 
ſucceſsful in other Men. By a King it is let looſe into the 
large Field of Power, in others it bites the Bars that con- 
fine ir, and in both, it laſhes itſelt. This ſhows it to be: 


Pain; and it likewiſe proceeds from Pain; for no one is? 


angry, but who has, or fancies he has received an Inj 

in himſelf, or His; for which he is, firſt, Grieved. 80 
that Anger may be called the Daughter of Sorrow,and the 
Mother ot Revenge, which often has fatal Conſequences, 
Thus this Paſſion has paſt, preſent, and future Pains be- 


Anger is frequent; for among Enemies it is the natural 


Habit of the Mind ; and where are not Enemies? Among | 


Friends, it is unnatural, and theretore, when it happens, 
more tormenting. 


As Pride is predominant in Man, the principal Cauſe of 


Anger is Diſreſpe&; the Queſtion theretore is, if the an- 
gry Man acts not againſt his own ſupreamPurpole: If An- 


— — 


; 


ger is impotent, That is a Blow directly on his Pride; if | 


eng. N 
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t ſucceeds by unworthy Means, That is a Blow on — 4 
neral Character. Anger therefore is not only an Evil it 
ſelt, proceeding from, and leading to Evil, but, often, to 
the very Evil it would moſt avoid. It falls on its own 
Sword. 


TwoSorts of Men are moſt ſubje& to this Paſſion; Men 
of Felicity, and Men of Affliction, One, becauſe their 
Expectations are high, the other becauſe their Uneaſineſſes 
are many. The Firſt make their Superiority their Anxiety, 
counterballancing by their own Reſentment, the Favours 
of Nature, and Fortune; the Second inflame the Severities 
of them: both. 


Ally'd ro Anger is Hatred, which is a laſti 
Hatred is always accompany'd with Diſgu 
is Pain, 


Ally'd ro Hatred are Contempt, and Abhorrence ; Con- 
tempt is Hatred without Fear, but it is Hatred, and there- 
tore Pain, Abhorrence is Hatred with Fear, and there - 


ng A ; now 
K and Diſguſt 


fore its Pain is double. 


lavective indeed caſes the Heart. as a Diſcharge theSto- 


mach, but it alſo proves it very lick before. 


Ido not deny that there is ſuch a Thing as a malicious 
Pleaſure; but I affirm it is a Pleaſure like that ot violent 
(cratching, or ſtriking our ſelves in ſome Diſpoſitions; it 
ſuppoſes a Diſtemper, and leaves a Wound, bow in our 

eputation, and our Peace. 


Anger has under its Banner, Invective, Aſſault, Ruin, 


* 2nd Death. 


_ Secondly, Love. By Love I mean not the Deſire of what 
is Uletul, or Honeſt, but more particularly of what is 
P.cafant, With Philoſophers it includes the two Former, 
wich the World it is otten limited tothe Laſt, Itimplies , 
Diſcontent, that is Pain; for 5 that defires, is diſſatisty'd T 
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with his preſent Condition, be it what it will, And thy 
Pain is in Proportion to the Defire, 


To fay the leaſt ro the Diſadvantage of this Paſſion. 1: 


is putting your Peace in the Power of another, which j 
rarely fate even in your own. 


There are two Things, I think, peculiar to this Paſſion} 


and what makes them more remarkable, is, they fſeer 
{ſomewhat inconſiſtent, One is our Deſire of it; the Othe 
is a Condition that makes it very Undeſirable. As to the 
Firſt, we don't ſeck, nay, we avoid Occaſions of Ange 
Hatred, Fear, Shame, or Envy, but we ſeek Occaſions 
Love. As to the Second, Love is all the Paſſions in one: 
It is Anger that it cannot, Shame that it does not, Fear th 
it ſhall not enjoy its Object; It is Envy of, and Hatred to, 
thoſe that poſſibly may. For Envy, Hatred, and Suſpi 
cion form Love's conſtant Companion, Jcalouſic ; which 
theretore ſtings deeper than either of them, becaule iti 
all. Now as many Paſſions as Love has, ſo many Pains 


— he that was never pain d, 1 
y" 


But thoꝰ this Paſſion has Pains, leads it not to Pleaſures? 
It may fail of them, and then it is Deſpair, which is moſt 
terrible; it itattains them, they may not be laſting ; For 
molt Pleaſures, like Flowers wh: n gather'd, die. 


Love has under its Banner, Watching, Sickneſs, Abaſe 
ment, Adulation, Perjury, Jealouſicz and ſometimes it 
lifts Anger's moſt dreadtul Followers; the only difference 
is, there, they are ſtanding Troops, here, caſual Recruits; 
there, they are Voluntiers, here, they are preſſed occaſio 


nally into the Service; for they do not naturally belong to 


Love. 


Thirdly, Fear. This is a moſt diſmal Paſſion; a Mind 
haunted with Fear is a hideous Night-Piece of Storm, 
Precipice, Ruins, Tombs, and Apparitions ; it is not con- 
tent with the Compaſs of Nature, asit too ſcanty for Þ 

Vie 


_— 
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vil, but creates new Worlds for Calamity ; Things that are 
not. But very timorous Natures only ſuffer to this Degree; 
and it is well they do not; for ſuch a Fear alone is capable 
of taking inan _ Vengeance of an incens'd God. In- 


ſomuch that ſome have thought that Hell conſiſted in the 
ſevere Extremity ot this Paſſion only. 


All, that fear, have proportionable Pain. ft is an Anti- 
cipation of Evil; and has under its Banner, Confuſion 
Supplication, Servility, Amazement, and Self- Deſertion 
particularly. 


For I think it a Peculiarity of Fear that it defeats its own 
Purpoſe more than any of the Paſſions. Anger ſtrikes, 
and if unſucceſsfully, it only loſes a Blow ; Love purſues, 
and it unſucceſsfully, it only loſes a Purſuit ; Fear makes 
us fly, but makes us ſtumble too, and the more precſpitate 
our Flight, the farther are we trom an Eſcape. Hence ſays 
the Holy Scripture, it betrays the Succours of Reaſon, 
meaning, that it betrays it more than any other Paſſion, tor 
all betray it in ſome Degree. 


Fears are the Shields of Life; but if they are too many. 
they are an Oppreſſion, and like the Maid at the Capitol, we 
periſh under them. | 


Fears we have many,but there is but one that came from 
Heaven, F. the Roman: fabled of their Ancile.) which is 
the Fear of God; all the reſt are falſe; and this ſevenfold 
Shield will fave us from them: A falling World cannot a- 


fright him, whom that Shield has under its Protection. 


Fourthly, There is alſo falſe Shamez when, through an 
AﬀeRartion of the Eſteem of bad Men, we areaſham'd of 
what God approves; or if aſham'd of what is truly ſhame- 
ful, then, we are aſham'd with regard to Men, not God. 
The Firſt is Blaſphemy in Thought; or ſuch a Thought, 
as if expreſs'd in Words, would be Blaſphewous. The 
Second is Sacrilege, giving God's Due to Man. This is 
2 Shame to be aſham'd ot; and contrary is theApoſtle's Re- 

C2 pentanc: 
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pentance not to be repented of, for Shame is a 
or ſomething very like it. 


Shame is a Senſe of Eſtimation im pair'd, and of 
ſinking in the Opinion of Men; I wiſh | could add of G 
too; for Men are not aſham'd of Injuſtice,or Prophane 
at the ſame Time that they bluſh for anOmitſſion iaFaſhi 
or Complaiſance: Nay 1 wiſh they are not often proud 
the Former ; now Pride is Shame's Reverſe, As 10 


3 aS wet ei mw on 


in the Opinion ot others is the ſupream Aim of almoſt al 
Men. Shame muſt be exceeding Painful, as it implies 
Lols, or Diminution ot their greateſt fancy d Good. Be. 
fides, every Man, while he is aſnam d wiſhes his Conditi - 
on alter d, which no Man does that is happy under it. 

Shame has under its Banner, Self. Condemnation, Puſi.| 
lanimity, Regret, Lying, Contuſion of Face. | 


Which laſt puts me in Mind of what I take to be Pecu- 
liaritiesof this Paſſion, W hich are Three. Firſt, Other} 
Paſſions fly to Men for Redreſs of their Grievances. This 
flies from them: Anger flies to ſtrike, Love to embrace, 
Fear for Shelter; But Shame flies from all Men, and makes 
an Eye as ſharp as a Sword. Shame's bad Eſtate is ſeen in 
this, that its Hope, and Felicity runs ſa low, as to make 
Night, and Oblivion, which are the Terror of others, a 
Wiſh, a Joy; Fallere & Effugere eft Triumphus, So that 
it robs Man of one of his moſt Eſſential good Qualities, | 
that of his being a ſociable Creature. | 


Secondly, Shame bas a more infallible Mark fix'd on it by | 
Nature, than any of the reſt, I mean Bluſhes. Of which 
I take the Reaſon to be, that this Paſſion neceſſarily ſuppo- 
ſes Guilt. Whichis not the Caſe of any of the Paſſions 
beſide,cxcept Envy, which is generally ark d with Pale- 
neſs, as Shame with the Contrary. Shame, I ſay, neteſ- 
farily ſuppoſes Guilt, For none are aſham'd but on one ot 
theſe Three Accounts, Firſt, Becauſe they are directly 
guilty. Secondly, Becauſe they want ſome Merit they 
ought to have. Thirdly, Becauſe they ſuffer ſome Indig- | 
nity. 


; 
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ity, Now the want of Merit proceeds 

— Omiſſions; ſußering — from Sloth, 1 

Cowardice ; and all theſe are Vicious. But Men are ſome- 

times aſham'd of Virtue. True; but then they conſider 
That Virtue as a Fault, in the Eyes of thoſe before whom 

areaſham'd of it : Beſides, then, it does not only ſup- 

but is Guilt. 


Thirdly, Lying. This is the falſe Cover of falſe Shame z 
for true or proper Shame has Regard to God, and who 
dares, whocan lye to him? For we cannot lye to any Pur- 
poſe, but to fallible Beings. Now as falſe Shame is lying 
eternally, tho the Perſon ſubject to it is aſham'd without 
Reaſon at firſt, He is ſ:re to have ample Reaſon for Shame 
Puſi· ia the End; and conſequently he will be pain'd without 


| juſt Cauſe, and with it, ioo. 


Pecu- Fifihly, Envy. This is the moſt Deformed, and moſt 
Other! Deteſtable of all the Paſſions. A good Man may be angry, 

This or aſbam d, may love, or fear; but a good Man can not 
brace, envy. For all other Paſſions ſeek Good, but envy Evil. 
nakes All other Paſſions propoſe Advantagesto themſelves; En- 
een in vy ſeeks the Detriment of others. They therefore are 
make Human. This is Diabolical. Anger ſeeks Vengeance tor 
ers, a anInjury; an Injury in Fortune, or Perſon or Honour; 
> that; But Envy pretends no Injuries, and yet has an Appetite for 
ities, Vengeance: Love ſeeks the Poſſeſſion of Good, Fear the 
flight ot Evil; but Envy neither; all her Good is the Diſ- 
i advantage of another. Hence it is moſt Deteſtable; and 
it by ¶becauſe moſt deteſtable, therefore, Secondly, 


ppo- Moſt Deformed. For it is the moſt deteſtable, becauſe 
ions the leaſt natural; or what is leaſt natural works in us the 
dale - moſt difadvantagious, and deforming Effects. We muſt be 
teſ· ſometimes angry, we mult love, and fear, and be aſham'd 
eot by the Neceſſity of our Nature, and there are juſt Occa- 
ctly ſions for them all But no Neceſſity of our Nature, obliges 
they us to Envy, nor is there any juſt Occaſion for it. For al! 
dig- Nen are unhappy, only we know not where their Uncaſi- 
Ir. nes lies; therefore thereis 1. natural Qccagon for m_—y 
3 2 
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and that there ſhould be a Moral one is a Contradiction; for 
the happier others are, the more we ſhould rejoice. Ag 
theretore neither our Nature, nor Reaſon requires Envy, 
it is properly unnatural, and becauſe unnatural, it — 
ſuch terrible Effects in us. How Pale, Keen, Inhuman, 
and Emaciated is it's Look, if the undeſerved Indulgence 
of Conſtitution gets not the better of thoſe Effects: Now 
all theſe are Demonſtrations ot its extream Pain, 


Men of Imagination therefore have been fond of thix 
Subject, as Painters, Poets, Hiſtorians, for the Imagina- 
tion delights in Extreams ; and nothing is more terrible 
than their Deſcriptions ot it, but the Thing it felt. A 
cheartul Heart does good like a Medicine, but Envy cot · 
rodes like a Poiſon ; It is fo ſharp, that it cuts the Body | 
which ſheathes it. Nay it is thought by ſome, actually to 
ſend forth its Virulence ; to fit viſible in the Eyes, and 
wound its Object. Of this Opinion ſeems our greatelt 
Engliſh Philolopher, who aſſigus Phyſical Reaſons why 
Perſons in Joy, and Triumph, are more liable to receive 
this Venom than others. What a Wre:tch muſt the Qui-? 
ver of ſuch Arrows be? Such is the Pain ot Envy, that it 
made the two greateſt, and braveſt Men that ever liv'd, 
weep; It made them ſhed Tears, but not of Compaſſion, 
though over the Monuments of the Dead. | 


Compaſſion is griev'd at others Evil, Envy at othen 
Good. indignation is griey'd that the Unworthy proſper, | 
Envy that the Meritorious proſper, alſo. Emulation is! 
griev'd as its own Wants, Envy at the Enjoyments of 
others. Nay it principally maligns thoſe who deſerve the 
— Praiſe, (viz) New Men, tlie Makers of their o.πƷ¾ 
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ame, and Fortune, For riſing Glory occaſions the great- | 
eſt Envy, as kindling Fires, the greateſt Smoak. In a ord, | 
It is the Reverſe of Charity; and as that is the ſupream 
Source of Pleaſure, ſo this of Pain. This gathers Pain, as | 
that gathers Pleaſures from all the Felicities that happen to | 
Mankind. Nor is it only painful, but ignomin'ous. The 
moſt Impertect, and Puſilanimous are molt ſubject to it; 
The Firſt, becauſe their Field for Envy islargeſt ; mY 


* 


* 
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cond, becauſe, through Miſtake, what is little appears 
1 and, therefore, as the proper Object of 

57 


Its Peculiarities L take to be, Firſt, That it ſeeks not, 
(as the other Paſſions.) Good, but Evil. Secondly, That 
this is laſting, the others ſhort. We are angry, or aſhamed, 
welove, or fear, fora Day or a Year; but we envy for 
Life; and I look on it to be the moſt univerſal Source of 


Unhappineſs on Earth. 


It has under its Banner, Hatred, Calumny, Treachery, 
Cabal, with the Meagerneſs of Famine, Venom of Peſti- 


lence, and Rage of War, 


Nor are the Good, and pleaſurable Paſſions without 
their Inconveniencies, and Inquietudes, which is a Sub- 
je& hitherto, I believe, — Com on, | > | 
dignation, Emulation, Hope, nay and Joy it ſelf, if fairly 
— will prove this true, without any Refinement, 
or Affe ctation of novelty in the Attempt. 


Firſt, Compaſſion, while it has other's Miſery in its Eye, 
it has its own in its Apprehenſion; and is ſtruck with a 
quick Senſe of the xious Condition of Human Na- 
ture, Hence it is evident, that Fear, and Sorrow, are in- 
— and can there be Fear and Sorrow without 
ain? 


Though 1 know it is diſputed, I venture to affirm, 
that our Compaſſion for others, is accompanied with a 
Concern for our ſelves. And I am perſuaded of this, from 
conſidering the Perſons who are moſt, and who are leaſt 
inclined to Compaſſion. 


The leaſt inclined, are the moſt confirmed in, or the 
moſt loſt to Happineſs. The Firſt are not compaſſionate, 
becauſe they have felt the worſt. Little ſelt-concern being 
mov'd by the miſerable Object in theſe Men, little Com- 


pathon is mov d by it, too. 
, C4 The 
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The moſt inclined to it, are the Timid, and thoſe why 
have Wives, Children, and Relations. The Firſt, because 
they are moſt liable to fear for themſelves ; the Second, be 
cauſe they afford Mistortune the largeſt Mark. 


And all are more compaſſionate towards their Equals iu 


Age, Fortune, Birth, Qualifications, or Manners, than 


others ; becauſe the Misforrunes of ſuch are a moredirc&} 


Alarm of Fear for themſelves. 


Secondly, Indignation. This isa juſt, and noble Paſſion, 
and none but the Noble-Minded feel it. It is a generom 


Teal for Right, an Heroick and laudable Anger at the Prof. 


perity of Undeſervers. An Anger theretore Foreign u 


the Unworthy, Baſe, and Profligate, who can conceive 
no Reſentment that Men, like theme! ves, proſper. Thi 
elevated Paſſion has ſometimes a ſeverer Pang than is con 
ſiſtent with Life. Cato died ot it. He thought no Man 
worthy to triumph over Liberty and Rome. And that 


violent Deportment ſhown at his Death, which has, hi- 


therto, been wrongful'y imputed to a Ferocity of Temper, 


was, | think, owing to this accidental Paſſion, which wa} 


the Cauſe ot his Death; this Fever, this noble Inflamma- 
tion ot Mind, this Indignationſtor Cæſar's unjult Succeſs, 


My Conjecture clears his Character in that Reſpe&,} 


and makes it more conſiſtent with that Humanity, 
which he, in a peculiar Manner, mani feſted on many Oc- 
caſions in his laudable Lite, which was worthy our Emu- 
lation, though his Death was deteſtable at the beſt, 


Thirdly, Emulation is an exalted, and glorious Paſſion, | 
Parent of moſt Excellencies in Human Lite. It is ena- 


mour'd of all Virtue, and Accompliſhment ; its generous 
Food is Praiſe; irs ſublime Froteſſion, Tranſcendency, 
and the Life it pants after, Immortality. It kindles at 

that is Iluſtriousz and as it were, lights irs Torch at the 


Sun, Envy ſeeks other's Evil, Emulation its own Good; | 
Envy repines at Exce lency without Imitation; Emulation | 
imitates, and rejoĩces in it. We envy otten what we can- 


not arrive at, we emulate, nothing but what we can. or 
| think 


| 


N 
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who! think atleaſt we can attain. Hence the Young and 
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nanimous are moſt inflam'd with Emulation, an Em 
tion rather of Glory, and Virtue, than of the Goods of the 
Body, or Fortune, till the World effaces Nature's firſt good 
Impreſſions. © Hes imitamini, ſays Tully, per Deos im- 


a mortales, hat Ampla ſunt, hac Divina, hac immortalia, 


« hac Fama celebrantur, monument is Ai nnalium mandan- 
„tur, Poſteritati propagantur. 


But tho' Emulation is the Purſuit of the moſt amiable 
Things, and that by Perſons moſt amiable too, it cannat 
eſcape 3 it cannot eſcape in a bad World, where Men judge 
of others by themſelves, being miſtaken for Eavy, and 
being treated accordingly. For it has ſometimes, ſuch a 

cee of Reſemblance, as to give the Weak occaſion of 
Error, and the Malicious of Excuſe, Thus it falls Alien 
Vulnere ; not to mention its own natural Pain, which is at 
leaſt as uneaſy to the Soul, as extream Thirſt is to the Bo- 
dy. Hope and Fear ply the Heart ot Emulation with Vio- 
lence ; It bas its Throbs, its Paleneſs and Tremblings, 
when carry'd to an Height. 


Exultantiaque haurit 


Corda Pavor pulſuns, Laudumque arrecta Cupido. 


Fourthly, Hope, and Joy. Hope feels the Stings of Im- 
patience, which is otten ſo vehemently eager, that falling 
from it into the Deſpair ot its Object. is ſometimes a ſen- 
fible Eale to the Mind. Joy, it moderate, ſcarce breaks 
thro” the general Diſquict of Lite; if immoderate, it is a 
Fever, a Tumult, a gay Delirium, a Tranſport; which 
ſignifies a Man's being beſide, or beyond himſelf; and he 
that is not in Poſſeſſion of himſelt, can but ill be ſaid to be 
in Poſſeſſion of any thing elſe: Joy in this Caſe, goes be- 
yond its Bounds, into an Enemy's Country, and becomes 
a Pam; as its Tears abundantly teſtity. Nor has its Tears 
only, but it is ſometimes Mortal. 


Hence ſome, nay moſt Philoſophers, have p'ac'd our 
Chict Good in Serenity, or Indolence, but this is a Mi- 
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ſtake. Indolence, or Reſt is inconſiſtent with our Na. 
ture, and not tobe found in Heaven itſelf, but in a Com- 
parative Senſe. On the Contrary, our Heaven will con- 
fiſt in a pleaſing Motion, a delightful Exertion, a tranſpor. 
ting Progreſs to all Eternity. Annihilation is the only Ref 


for Man. What therefore we are toaim at, I ſhall ſhew 
in my ſecond Diſcourſe. 


To conclude on the Paſſions. We conſiſt of Sou), and 
Body ; the Paſſiuns are the Wants of the Soul, as the Ap. 
petites may be call'd the Paſſions of the Body, So that 
we are made up of Wants, that is of Pains, Who is a- 
moſt ever free trom one Paſſion, or another? And as Paſ. 
fions are the Pains (from which they take their very 
Name) ſo are they the Deſtroyers too, of our Nature, 
they painti © whole Soul, they contound the Memory, 
make wildthe In and hurt the Underſtanding, 
like Ebriety, whic 
moral ill Conſequences. And becauſe they injure the Bo- 
dy alſo, therefore has the Phyſician, as well as the Mors 


liſt, todo with them; and interdicts them to all thoſe * 


who deſire Length of Days. Nay, they, are more ter- 
rible than that Death which they haſten; for many have 


fled to that trom the Torment of them. It ſeems ſtran- 


geſt, at firſt Sight, that Fear, of all the Paſſions, ſhould 
put on this Appearance of Courage; but it is ſo tar from 


it, in reality, that no other Paſſion ever arriy'd at Suicide, 
but thro* the Suggeſtion ot this Trembler, Fear. Men 


die becauſe they fear Lite under its preſent Ills; Whereas 
True Valour meets thoſe Ills, whatever they are, with 
the ſame Reſolution, with which they meet Death. Their 
Cowardice ſhews a pale, feeble Valour, as Darkneſs ſhews 
the Moon; but that Valour is nothing compar'd to the 
true, as the Moon is nothing by Day. | 


If this Account of the Paſſions be juſt, let us turn them 
againſt themſelves; let us be angry with Anger, aſhamed 
of Shame, atraid of Fear, pity Envy, and moderate our 
Fondneſs for Love. For ſome are ſo idle, ridiculous, 
ſnameleſs, as to court the Paffion itſelf; and at a time _ 
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they reſemble in their natural, and 
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of Succeſs, Love, 
according to the different Objects itembraces, like a W o- 
man eſpouſed, its Name, and becomes Volup- 
wouſneſs, Ambition, Avarice, or Vanity. Thoſe four 
inant Impulſes that divide Mankind between them; 


that beat on us, like the tour Winds of Heaven, and keep 


the reſtleſs World ina perpetual Storm. 


On this common Subject I ſhall endeavour to throw 
ſome new Light, by ſhewing that they all act directly 
counter ro their own Purpoſes, and are the Reverſe of thar 
which they pretend to, 


Firſt, The Voluptuous ; Can this Man be unhappy, whoſe 
ſole Aim is Pleaſure ? Whoſe Study is the Art, whole Lite 
is the Chaſe, of Delight? He may, be is, nay he muſt be 


' fo; becauſe his Imagination promiſes much more than 


Senſe is able to pay. Hence, he is always diſappointed ; 
but through Ignorance or Negligence of the Cauleot it, 
though always diſappointed, he is always expecting; and 
ted Experience ſerves only to upbraid, not correct his 
Conduct. And it muſt be ſo; for as every new Scene of 
Voluptuouſneſs is a new Light to his Underftanding, to 
ſhew the Inſufficiency of thoſe Scenes to his Happineis; 
lo is it, alſo, a new Blow to his Underſtanding, and the 
Nectitude of his Will, and weakens his Power of reſiſt- 
ing them. Hence is he reduced to the wretched State of 
eternally purſuing, and eternally condemning the ſame 
Things; than which, nothing more ſevere could be im- 
poſed by the greateſt Tyrant, and greateſt Foe. *Tis not 
in vigorous Health, boundleſs Fortune, unreſtrained L. 
berty, or that Liberty improv'd by Skill, and Experience 
into an Art ot Debauchery, to give him Satisfaction, nay 
rot to give him Inquietude, though Virtue, though Rea- 
ſon did not interpoſe: The Body only would find out the 
Vanity, the Tedium, the bad Effect ot Voluptuouſneſs. 
and bare inſtinct would reproach him with ir. His paſt 


gives Regret, his preſent diſſatisfies, and his future de- 


ceives : His Imagination impoſes on his Senſe ; his Senſes 
weaken, and vex his Underſtanding ; and his Underſtand 
ing 
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Flame; like Eruptions, it rages, and reſts by Turns: = 
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ing cenſures them both : , that peeviſy 
— Thus 22 Man, like a divided 
mily, is the Seat of Miſery, and Object of Contempt, 


With regard to the chief Branch of Senſuality, and ij 
fatal Conſequences, it may be truly ſaid, that nothing 
more ſtinging than a bad Woman's Hatred, except | 
reſſes; nothing is more to be declin'd than her Deformiꝭ 
ty, except her Charms. But as fora good Woman, Hy 
Price is beyond Gold, She is a Pillar of Reſt. 


The Man of Pleaſure, as the Phraſe is, is the moſt | 


diculous of all Beings; he travels, indeed, with his Rib 
bon, Plume, and Bells; his Dreſs, and his Mufick, bu 
through a toilſome, and beaten Road ; and every day nau 
ſeouſly repeats the fame Tracts. Throwan Eye into th 
gay World, what ſee we, for the molt part, but a fetal 
querulous, ematiated, fluttering, phantaſtical Being 
wornout.inthe keen Purſuit of 2— Creatures that 
know, own, condemn, deplore, yet ſtill purſue their 
own Infelicity ? The decay'd Monumentsof Error! The 
thin Remains of what is called Delight / 


In a Word, to ſuppoſe Senſe alone can make a Man 
Py, is to ſuppoſe Reaſon ſuperfluous, which is blaſphe 
mous, and abſurd : But Senſuality brings ſuch a Groſſueſſ 
on the Underſtanding that this Argument will not be ii 
much as comprehended by thoſe who have the greateſt 


Need of being affected by it. Now the Cauſe of their 


not comprehending it, is their total Inexperience, and Ig- 
norance 1 the Pleafures of Reaſon : Which ] omg 
proves this gay, this gallant Creature, this Patron ot Plex 
ſures, and Profeſſor of Delight, (what he little ſuſpects) 
in Reality, the greateſt Niggard in Enjoyment, the greas 
reſt Selt-denier in the World. 


Secondly, Ambition. Voluptuouſneſs had its Intervals : 
When Senſe is fatisfied, it pauſes for the Revival of its 
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Ambition, like a Conflagration, burns on inceſſant; the 
more ithas, the more it craves; the more itdevours, the 
ſtronger is its Fury. Succeſs but ſets it new Tasks, and 
is as ſevere to the Ambitious, as Misfortune to other Men, 
Every Difficulty he cuts off, ſeven riſe in its Stead ; So 
that the Character ot the moſt ambitious Man that ever 
liv'd, is a proper Motto for all his Sons, whoſe Sport, like 
the Leviathan's, makesa Tempeſt, and is the Ruin of all 
about them, Nil attum reputans, dum quid ſupereſſet a- 
. That is, it is their Maxim, to know no Reſt, How 
differs then Ambition from Slavery? As ſevere Exerciſe 
from hard Labour; the Thing is the fame, only here it is 
Neceſſity, and there it is Choice, ther is, Ss bs 
Wretchedneſs, and Folly too. 


The Ambitious thinks all Happineſs is deriv'd from 
Compariſon, and that higheſt, and happieſt, is the ſame 
Thing: Nor knows that to be high, is not always to be 
happy; but to be happy, isalways, and truly to be high. 
It his Notion is right, how have the Wiſeſt of all Ages, 
and all Nations been miſtaken? Either they have perſe- 
rer d in an eternal, and obſtinate Error, in aſſerting Con- 
tent to be Happineſs, or he is not happy at all; for Ambi- 
tion imports an Abſence, nay, a Diſdain of Content. And 
indeed it has the Glory, if 'tisa Glory, of being far from 
it. Diſappointment in ſmail Things, gives the Ambitious 
no {mall Anxiety; Succeſs in great, no great Satisfaction, 
becaule there remains ſtill greater Things than theſe ; and 
While his Heart burns at ſome mighty Point inView,it robs 


bim ot the reliſh of thoſe conſiderable Enjoyments which 


Nature indulges to the meaneſt of her Children. TbeSpring 
has no Beauty, the Autumn has no Taſte; much leſs has 
Wiſdom, or Religion. He is not altogether incapable of 
repenting of Religion, and thinking his Prayers a Lois of 
Time. Too juſt, I tcar, is this Obſervation, which makes 
 aPaſſige in Ariſtorle extreamly remarkable, who recount- 
ing the Vic es incident to the great Men ot his Age, fays, 
* Indevotion was not ht em, but that they were ad- 
© Cited to the Worſhip ofthe Gods, og account of the 
e « Riches 
| 
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« Riches which they had receiv'd from them.“ But tote 
turn, the Violence of the ambitious Man's Deſires ſets hin 
at a Diſtance trom himſelf; he is never at Home to the 
ſent Hour, but reaching, and gaſping at Joys to come; 
all in Poſſeſſion is contemptible. To what amounts they 
his violent Affection for thoſe Objects he purſues? Tot 
ſtrenuous Endeavour, by making them his own, to res. 
der them contemptible as faſt as he can; that is, he ſeek 
at once to gain a Bleſſing, and to deſtroy it: Nor inthi 
only does the Ambitious appear to thwart his own Pup 
ſes, as will appear immediately. 


But Birſt,let us obſerve that he cannot be extreaml 
py in the very Exerciſe of his Dominion, that fulleſt Gut 
of all his Deſires; when he ſtands ſurrounded with 
Circles ot expecting. anxious Beings ; the whole Neſt g 
ping-wide, while he canallay the Cravings but of Few, 
He has not Morſels for them all. If he has any Humanity, 
it muſt touch it, to ſee himſelt beſieg d with eager Viſage 
ſecret Pains, repining Hearts, diſappointed Hopes, tha 
will ſtrike deep into the Peace of Families, and carry Di 
treſs beyond his Knowlcdge, and perhaps beyond his Con} 
ception of it. Or it thee Stings of his Fellow. Creaturz 
touch him not, he is ſtill more to be pity'd. 


Seek not of the Lord Preheminence, neither of the 
King in the Seat of Honour. Bur call in the Waves of thy 
Deſire, climbing over one another for ever; bid thy proul 
Heart be ſtill, and ſay to it, hitherto ſhalt thou go, and u 
farther : And let it, at leaſt, have the Bounds of the C 
cean, as well as the Tumult of it. 


Among Ambition's Temporal Evils (for of thoſe 
I ſpeak) muſt benumber'd the Terribleneſs of its F 
which the Scripture ſets in the ſtrongeſt Light. It ſhews 
itina Flame of Eloquence: Inits Stile of Denunciation 
againſt it, it ſhakes Heaven, Earth, and Hell, and ſhall it 
not ſhake the Heart of Man ? Give me leave to ſet down 
at large, one remarkable Inſtance of chis, collected from 
the Scriptures, 
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I ſhall place the Woe of Babylon in this Order, God's 
Threatning, his Word of Command, the Execution, the 
Reflection, the Conſequence, the Triumph. 


« O Earth! Earth! hear the Word of The Threatning, 
« the Lord, who is cloathed ina Veſture or Alarm, 
« dip'd in Blood, and out of his Mouth 
goeth a ſharp two-edged Sword, and his Countenance 
« ſhineth as the Sun in his Strength. Put yourſelves in 
« Array againſt Babylon, round about: O thou moſt proud 
« behoid I am againſt thee. Thou haſt harden'd thy 
« Heart in Pride, Thou haſt provoked the Eyes of my 
Glory. Though thou ſhou dſt mount up to Heaven, and 
* tortity the Heighth of thyStrength,though thou ſhouldſt 
« exalt thy ſelf as an Eagle, and build thy Neſt among the 
« Stars, I will bring thee down. O how lotry are thy 
Eyes? O thou who dwelleſt on many Waters! Abun- 
« dant in Treaſure! Thy End is come, There ſhall be 
* Timeno _ with thee. I have the Keys of Hell, and 
ot Death. Though thou art a fair Cedar ot Lebanon, 
though the Fowls of Heaven make their Neſt in thy 
Bou ts, and under thy Shadow dwell all great Nations, 
« and thy Roots drink many Rivers, and all the Trees ot 
the Garden of God envy the Multitude of thy Branches, 
thou ſhalt be but a fading Flower. I will tread the Wine · 
« preſs of the Fierceneſs and Wrath ot Almighty God. 
* Wherefore glorieſt thou thy ſelf in thy Vallies, thy flow- 
ing Vallies, thou back-ſliding Daughter? Though thou 
« filleſt the Face of the World with Cities, though thou 
* cloatheſt thy ſelf with Crimſon, and deckeſt thee with 


** Ornaments of Gold, and thy Face with Painting; in 


vain thou makeſt thy ſelt tair, thy Lovers ſhall ſeek thy 
Lite. The Ambaſſadors of Peace ſhall weep bitterly. 
** Woeto the Multitude that makes a Noiſe, like theNoiſe 
of the Seas, and to the Ruſhing of Nations, like the 
* Ruſhing of many Waters. wil cauſe rhe Arrogancy 
of the Proud toceaſe, and lay low the Haughtineſs of 
the Terrible. Though thou art as a young Lion ot the 
Nations, and as a Whale in the Seas, they Ball bring thee 
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40 Ame Eſtimate of Human Life. | 
up in my Net. They ſhall ſet thee a Bed in the midſt of 
* theSlain; thy Graves ſhall be round about thee: Becauſe 
thy Caildren are grown fat, as Heifers at Graſs, and bel. 


% low as Bulls. I will ſer my Terrors in Array againſt thee, | 


* the Arrows of the Almighty ſhall be in thee, they ſhall 
« drink up thy Spirits. gh all People, Nations, and 


* Languagestremble before thee, I will ſmite the Bow | 


* from thy Left-Hand, and the Arrowstrom thy Right, 
Give Wings to Babylon that ſhe may fly: In vain! the 
Lame ſhall take the Prey. I will lay thy Fleſh upon the 
* Mounrains, and fill thy Vallies with thy Height, I will 
« water with Blood the Land wherein thou ſwimmeſt, the 


Rivers ſhall be full ot thee. The Beaſts of the Field, and 


* the feather d Fow! ſtaall afſemble to the Sacrifice on the 
« Mountain; they ſhall cat the Fleſh, and drink the Blood 


v ot Princes; they ſhall befall'd at my Table with Horſes, 


* and Chariots, and mighty Men of War. Tho' thou 
* diggeſt into Hell, my Hand ſhall take thee thence; 
though thou climbeſt up to Heaven, thence will L bring 
* theedown; though thou hideſt in the bottom ot the 
« Sea, I will command my Serpent to bite rhee, there. 


«« will ſend up many Hunters againſt thee, and they ſhall 


«« purſue thee from Hill to Hill, trom Mountain to Moun- 


«* tain, they ſhall roll thee down the Rocks. Thou ſhalt | 
* not lift thy ſelt up in thy Brigandine, thy Tackling ſhall | 


** belooſed; thou ſhaltnot ſtrengthen the Maſt, nor ipread 
*« the Sail; there is a Cry in the Ships, Though thy Ship- 
board is the Fir Tree of Senir, and thy Maſt the Cedar of 


Lebanon, thine Oars the Oak of Baſhan, and though the 


% Aſburites have made thy Benches of Ivory; thy Sail fine 
*© Linnen with broidered Work trom Egypt, Blue and Pur- 
« ple from the Iſles of Eliſhah; Zidon and Ar vad thy Ma- 
« riners, and thy Pilots wile Men. Wilt thou ſay before 
% him that ſlayeth thee, I am a God? And when in theFire 
« of my Wrath I put thee out, I will cover the Heavens, 
« and make the Stars dark; the Moon ſhall be contuunded, 
« and the Sun aſhamed; I will ſhakethe Firmament, and 
© the Earth ſhall be moved out of her Place; Hell trom 


* beneath ſhall be moved tor thee, to meet thy coming: it 
* ſhall ſtir up the Dead, the chief oncs of the Earth and 


« raite 


— 
= 


*» oo 3% 5/ > XX & . . Rn a 


1 


} 


ig | No Man ſhall ſpare his Brother. 


A true Eſtimate of Human Life. 41 
« raiſe from their Thronesall the Kings of the Nations. 


« The whole Creation ſhall groan! Thy Stars ſhall fall 
« down round about thee, and be ſtamped on the Earth. 


«© The Lord maketh his Arm bare, he 
e hath open d his Armoury, and brought 
* forth the Weapons of his Indignation; 


The Words of 
Command. 


his glittering Spear, and his Shield, and his Chariots, 


« from between two Mountains, two Mountains of Braſs. 
The Peſtilence goeth betore him, and behind him a 
« flaming Fire. He cometh up like a Lion from the ſwel - 
ling ot Jordan; in the Glory ot his Majeſty he ariſeth ro 
* ſhaketerribly the Earth. The Lord muſtereth the Hoſt 
to Battle. Lift ye up a Banner on the high Mountain! 
Exalt the Voice: Shake the Hand! Harneſs the Horſes! 
Get up the Horſemen! Stand forth with the Helmet! 
„ Put on the Brigantines! Prepare thee! Stand faſt! Go 
«* upO Elam! Behege O Media / Ye Kingdoms of Ara- 
rat! Minni! and Aſhchenaz ! Ye are my Battle Axe. 
Come up ye Horſes! and rage ye Chariots! and let the 
* mighty Men come forth. Make bright the Arrows ! 
nnd gather the Shields! Ariſe ye Princes! and anoint tlie 


| * Buckler! Set up a Standard on the Walls! Make the 


* Watch ſtrong! Prepare the Ambuſh! Caſt up a Bank 
Call the Archers ! Spare no Arrows! Set the Engines of 
War againſt her Wall! With Axes break down her Tow) 
*« ers! Burſt her Bars ! her Pillars of Iron, and her Walls of 
* Braſs! A Sword! a Sword is ſharpen'd! Ah! It is made 
bright! It is wrap'd up tor the Slaughter. Their Horſes 
* Hoots are like Flint; and their Wheels like a Whirlwind. 
| © Their Arrowsare ſharp, their Bows bent; the Quiver 
* rattlesagainſt thee. The Valleys are full of Chariots, 
the Horiemen ſet them ſelves in Array at the Entering of 
the Gates. The Snorting of the Horſes is heard trom 
** Media; the whole Land trembles at the Neighing ot 
the Strong. Nations lift up a Shout againft her, they ſet 
* their Thrones before her Gates. They roar like a Lion, 
Ake a young Lion; they roar like the Noaring of the Sea. 


Curſed is he who 


; 


Kkeepeth back his Sword from Blood. 
« Lo! 


ö D 


1 
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BE . The Execution. Lo! the Shield of the Mg hey u 
42 % made ted; the Valiant are ins carlet F *« 
«© The Chariots are with flaming Torches; the Fir Trem | © 
* are terribly ſhaken. They rage in the Streets, they juſtle Þ * 
one another in the broad Ways, they run like Lightning, 
« theprancing Horſes ! and jumping Chariots ! the Horſe 
« is ſtruck with Aſtoniſnment; and the Rider with Mad. 

«« neſs. A Day of Wrath and Diſtreſs; of Deſolation and F * 
% Darkneſs; of the Trumpet and Alarm! All Hands - 
«* faint; and every Heart melts. Their Children are daſhi{ F * 
to pieces before their Eyes; their Houſes ſpoil'd; th 
«© Wives raviſh'd; their Women with Child arerip'dup, | *© 
*© The Blood ot the Souls ot the Innocents is upon them, | © 
£808 «« Watchman! What ot the Night / Watchman! Wata * 
1218 the Night? Enquire! Return! Come / One Poſt run 

oh - * to meet another, and one Meſſenger to meet another, , 
« to tell the King of Babylon that his City is taken at s 
End] that the Paſſages are ſtop'd, the Reeds burnt withf © 
1 Fire, the Men of Waraffrighted. They ſcale the Wal f * 
** they climb the Houſes, Death comes in at his Windows | © 
„like a Thief. The Gates ot the Rivers are open'd; iu 
% Palace is diſſolv d. Pangs take hold on them, a8 
„ Woman in Travel. They are amaz d; their Faces u 
«© as Flames. They are fed with their own Fleſh; aulf © 
drunken with their own Blood; as with ſweet Win 
* Howl O Gate! Cry O City! Bell boweth down! Neb 
„ ſtoopeth! Merodack is confounded! They ſtoop, they 
| *© bows down together. Thou ſaidſt, I ſhall ſit a Lady fa 
= «« ever, I ſhall not be a Widow. Lo! Thy Sons 

1 * fainted, they lie at the Heads of all the Streets, liket 

© wild Bull ina Net; they are full of the Fury ot tit 
148. „Lord. The Sword devours, it is ſatiate, it is drunk 
** with Blood. At the Stamping of the Hoofs ot the ſtrong 

* Horſes, at the Ruſhing of the Chariots, and the Rum 

* bling of the Wheels, the Fathers look not back for then 


#&S = 


Children. The Mighty ſtumbleth againſt the Mighty, 
and both fall together. They roar as Lions, and yells 
*© Lion's Wheips. Her broad Walls are utterly broken, be 
high Gates are burn'd with Fire; in Fire her my 

| «6 11 
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« hour; and labour in vain! Her mighty Men are taken, 
« their Bows are broken; I have made her Princes, her 
« Wiſe, and her Mighty drunk with the Cup of Trem- 
« bling- They ſleep a — 1 
« the Lord! how * it be before thou art Quict ? 
Scabbard; reſt, and be ſtill. 


« Put up thy ſelf in 
« My Sword is fall'd with Blood it is The Reflection. 
« fat; it is bath'd in Heaven With the 


« Sole of my Feet have I dry'd up all the Waters of beſieg d 
« Places. How the Hammer of the whole Earth is bro- 
« ken? Babylon is fallen! is fallen! She that was great a- 
© mong the Nations, and Princeſs among the Provinces ! 


The Glory of Dominion! The Beauty of the Chalidee's 


% Excellency ! The golden City, that went out by Thou- 
fands The Crown of Pride! Alas! alas! That mighty 
City, that was cloath'd with fine Linnen, Purple, and 
Scarlet; and deck d with Gold, precious Stones, and 


« Pearls! She who wascall'd the Lady of Kingdoms; that 


* crowning City, whoſe Merchants were Princes, and 
her Traffickers, the Honourable ot the Earth. That was 
* 25a golden Cup in the Hand of the Lord, with which 
* he made drunk the Princes of the Earth, and the Na- 


tions mad. Thy Pomp, and the Sound of thy Viol is 


brought don to the Grave; the Worms are ſpread over 


* thee. Thou art become an Aſtoniſhment, and all that 


© paſs by hiſs at thee. Thy Pile is deep and large, of Fire 
* and much Wood, and the Breath of the Lord like a Stream 
ot Brimſtone hath kindled it : the Breath of the Lord, 


* whoſe Fire is in Zion, and his Furnace in Feruſalem. 


Thy Tophet ſhall not be quench'd, * nor Day, the 
* Smoak of it ſhall go up for ever, and tor ever. Wild 
* Beaſts of the Iſlands ſballcry in thy deſolate Houſes, and 
doleful Creatures in thy pleaſ-nt Palaces; Satyrs ſhall 
dance there, they ſhall cry to their Fellows. It ſhall be 
" an Habitation of Dragons and the Court ot Owls. A 


„Volt of the Evening ſhall ſpoil thee, and « Leopard 


+ ſhall watch over thy City. 
D 2 « Thy 


tual Sleep. O thou Sword of 


r 
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« Thy King ſpake, and faid : Is not this great Babylay 


* which I have built, for the Houſe of the Kingdom, by 
« the might of my Power, and tor the Honour of m 
« Majeſty ? I will aſcend into Heaven; I will exalt m 
Throne above the Stars of God; I will be like the 

„ High. How art thou fall'n from Heaven O Lucifer! 
„ Son of the Morning! Is this he that weaken'd the Na. 
tions, deſtroy'd Cities, held Princes Priſoners, ſhook 


ce om made the Earth tremble, and the World x 
„ Wilderuecis ? 


TheConſe- © Thou art caſt out of thy very Stam 
quence, *© Thy Bones ſhall be ſpread before the Sug, 
and the Moon, the Queen of Heavez, 

« which Thou loveiſt; and before all the Hoſt of Heava 
„ which Thou wor ſhipedſt. Thy Name, Remnant, Sox, 
« and Nephew, are cut off. Thy Voice ſhall come out 


« the Ground, like the Voice of one that has a familix 


Spirit, and ſhall whiſper out of the Duſt. Thy Sonsar 
« gone dowyn to Hell with their Weapons of War; The 
60 — laid their Swords under their Heads; but their la 
4 quity ſhall be upoa their Bones, tho' they were the Te 
« rorot the Mighty in the Land of the Living, 


__ * A mighty Angel took a Stone, ler 
The Triumph. © great Mill-Stone, and threw it into ti | 


Sea, ſaying, Thus ſhall the great B 


* bethrown down with Violence, and ſhall be found s | 
« more for ever. O ye Heavens be aſtoniſh'd at this! S g 
« Oye Heavens! for the Lord hath done it: Let the mort * 


*« ing Stars ſing together; and all the Sons of God ſhar 
« for Joy. Allelujah! Allelujah! In a Voice, as of a get 
« Multitude, as ot many Waters, as of mighty Thunde- 
« ings, Allelujah! Amen, Allelujah ! The Lord God On 
* nipotent reigneth *. 5 


— . 
— 


* Though a ſhorter Qiotatien would have * 
preſa 


| 
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Let no Man imagine (as ſome ſeem todo) that the Excel- 
lency ot his Under ſtanding hinders him trom believing a 
Revelation, if he finds not ſomething beyond all human 
Compoſition, in this. What Fire, what Rapidity, what 
Elevation, what Enthuſiaſm, what Picture, what Pro- 
priety, what Opulence, what Fancy, what Energy, what 
aon Imitabile ſulmen, is here ? how Arouzing, how Di- 
vine, but how Terrifying too, is this? and its ſacred In- 
_ forbid, that the Ambitious ſhould read it for their 

leaſure only. The fall of Ambition is not only poſlible, 
but probable; nay, the wiſeſt of Men ſays, he that exalteth 
his Gate ſeeketh his tall. And an Author of great Name, 
when he is preſcribing Rules for the Ambitious, ſays, that 
the beſt rule that can be given them, is, to prepare tor a 
change of Fortune. Nebuchadnezzar, Julius, Sejanus, 
Weoiſey, are only leading Inſtances of fallen Stars; Count- 
leſs Multitudes have been involv'd in the like Calamity, 
trom the ſame Cauſe, and fill up the Terror of theſe no- 
torious Warnings to the Pride of Man. 


On what did Nebuchadnezzar, on what does any of his 
ducceſſors in Ambition ſet their Hearts? on little Things. 
Let any one remove his Eye from the moſt magnificent 
Parade, or Triumph, to the Expanſe of Heaven; and in- 


2 


preſent Purpoſe, yet ſince I deſign d this, likewiſe, as a Speci- 
men of a Wor': that endeavanrs to ſhew, in a manner yet un- 
attempted, the Genius, and Eloquence of the Palms, Pro- 
phets, and Job, ſuperior to that of all other Authors, I hope 
the Length will be excuſed. Prejudice on one Hand, and 
implicite Admiration, and Extafy on the other, have left 
Room, and Occaſion of far ther adjuſting the Degree of Eſti- 
mation due to theſe Compoſitions, as Compoſitions ; ſome Parts 
of which have reach'd ſuch a Height of Perfection, that hu- 
man Nature has not Ideas to carry her to a Conception of any 
thing beyond it. Two Inſtance: of this Trath among many, 
are, I think, the ſix laſt Chapters of Job, and Plalm the 


104th. 
TP Virg. D 3 ſtantly , 
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tantly, what was great is little, what was Publick is Pt. 
vate. The Trumpet, the Plume, all that can enter 2 
Senſe on the tace ot the Earth, ſcems Annihilated; and to 
dwell on it, ſeems creepinginto a By-Path, a Digreſſion 
from the Grandeur of our Nature, and the true Majeſty of 
Life. Let not this be thought extravagant, it is ſtrictly jul, 
And perhaps the beſt Reaſon why a great Part of the Cres 
tion which ſeems of little or nolnfluence to our Well-bei 

is notwithſtanding within the Compaſs of our Obſery, 
tion, is, that it ſhould lift the Thought, expand the Soul, 
diſparage the littleneſs of Things below, and inflame y 
with Reflections of a ſimilar Natureto this. 


But to come cloſe to the Point. What does the Ambit 
ous Man aim at? at Dominion, Principality and Power; 
at governing Nations, and making his Name great in the 
Earth, and who but the Puſi animous, and Baſe, ſiul 
cenſure him tor this? whatever his Errors are, does he na 
ſhew, at leaſt, a Grandeur of Deportment, and a Maga 


nimity of Heart? Neither, but altogether the Reverie. | 


For, Firſt, As to Magnanimity. There is a Meanneh 
of Spirit in paſſionately deſiring thoſe Things, the Cov 


tempt of which requires a greater Effort of Mind, (thi | 


is a greater Magnanimity,) and beſtows a fuller Happineh, 
than the Poſſeſſion of them. Magnanimity is a Reſolut 
on able to comply with the Dictates of Reaſon when mol 
difficult; if therefore Ambition is unreaſonable, (as I har 
ſhewn) it muſt be Pufilanimous. I will not thereforeci 


the \mpitious an unhappy, or aguilty, (as | might) bu 


what will touch him nearer, I will call him a lit:le Mas 
and it that does touch him nearer, it will be a new Arg 
ment to prove that I call him ſo with the greateſt Truth, 


As to the ſecond, The Grandeur of his Deportment 
That is, his Diftance from Subjection, and Servility. What 
then it it ſhould appear that no Man is fo much a Slave? 
Dominion over others is indeed his Aim; but by that ver} 
Aim he moſt effectually ſubjects himſelf to them. Eve | 
ry one that can retard, or promote his Purpoſes, * 

| we 
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Awe over him; is the Object of his anxious Application, 
and ſervile Fear; diſciplines his Deportment, and pains his 
Mind. Not to expect is the only Means to be Free, and 
he is all Expectation, that is, all Slavery; while Dominion, 
nay becauſe Dominion is his only Aim. And thus it fares 
with all irregular Purſuits of Happineſs; they contradict 
the Purpoſe of God, and therefore muſt counter · act tkem- 
ſelves; for God will not be controul'd. He has allign'd 
other Means of Happineſs, and to convince us of it moſt 
ſtrongly, they that make not uſe of his Means, but their 
own to that end, ſhall not only fail of it, but their Eudea- 
yours ſhall be their Hindrance,ſhall work them backwards, 
and ſet them at a greater Diſtance trom it. Thus the Vo- 
luptuary juſt mentioned, while he too warmly June the 
Objects, moſt effeſtually blunts the Powers of Appetite, 
The Covetous, while he inordinately deſires to become 
rich, though he ſucceeds in all his Attempts, he fails of his 
End; nay fails ot it by that Succeſs; Gd tochaſtiſe, and 
as it were, to inſult him too, gives him the Thing, but 
witholds the Enjoyment; nay commands Abundance to 
make him poor. Thus, and thus only can that miraculous 
Conduct ot the Covetous be accounted for, of whom 


Thirdly, I am about to ſpeak. The Covetous ſtrongly 
expoſes human Nature by ſhewing us an Inſtance in one 
Perſon, how much ſhe deſires, and how little ſhe wants, 
For who ſubſiſts on ſo little, who graſps at ſo much? lle 
miſtakes the Means for the End; Money for Enjoyment; 
nay the Means in his Hands, makes againſt his End, and 
the Power of enjoying is an Inducement to Self-denial. 
The Gold that comes into his Poſſeſſion but changes its 
Mine, and is farther from the Light than ever. His 
Impiety, and his Folly are equally groſs. As to the 
Firſt, He is often in Scripture call'd an Idolater, be- 
cauſe he worſhips his Wealth: As to the Second, 
That his Idol, like other Idols of old, requites ſeverer Set - 
vice ot him than the true God; more rigid Auſterities than 
Religion enjoins; his Toils, his Selt-denials, his ter- 
vent Devotion to Gain, is greater than that which might 
carry him to Heaven. Covetouſucſs is nothing but the 

D 4 Pain - 
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Painful Art of making Induſtry ſinful, Wealth indigent, 


Influence diſhonourabie, Life ſordid, Death terrible, and 
Heirs ungrateful without any manner of Guilt, 


But to ſet it in the cleareſt and ſhorteſt Light; what is 
Wealth? a Security put into our Hands, that the Enjoy. 
ments of this World ſhall be delivered to us whenever we 
picaſe, on that Title. Now it that Title rather denies, 


than gives uz thoſe Enjoy ments, it loſes its Nature; it s 


no longer a Title indulg'd to our Neceſſities, but it isa 
Warrant ſerved on our Folly, to deliver us over to Wretchs 


edneſs, to Shame, and ta Want. So that the Miter has ng 
Wealth, 


Nothing is ſo ſtrange as Man's inextinguiſhable Thirſt 
for more; nay, he pants atter that which he has, For [ 
afhrm that infinireNumbers have ſufficient Means of Hap. 
Pinels already in their Hands, and ſuthcient Means is what 
they are reaching after; tor who needs more ? But Men 
know not what they poſſeſs. How few have made an lu- 
ventory of their own Bleſſings? How few know what 
they do not want? Hence, know thy ſelt was ſaid to come 
from Heaven: For, without it, no Man can be content, 
Our Pains are from our Deſires, not from our Wants, 
For which moſt material Truth 1 ſhall mention two Ar- 
guments. 


Firſt, If we examine, we ſhall often find, that after burn» 
ing with ſome vehement Deſire, we are quieted by Def 
Pair, as much, and perhaps, more happily, than we thould 
have been by Succels, 


Second, Let ſome great Pain ſeize us in our moſt ra- 
pid Purſuit after what we imagine Eſſential to our Peace, 
and the ceaſing ot that ſuperior Pain will give us a momen- 
tary Conviction, that we werereally, then, happy, when 


we thought ourſelves miſerable, But Foliy toon reclaims 
us as her own. 


It 
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It we could lay aſide but two Things, Firſt, Our own 
Imagination, which makes us think Things neceſlary 
which are not; Secondly, Our Deference tor the Opinion 
ot the World, which makes us incapable ot being happy» 
unleſs we are thought io, the Majority ot Mankind would 
be much happier than they, at cor fan imagine; they 
would grow rich extempore, and be more in lebted to the 
Removal of an Error in Judgment, than to any poſſible 
ucceſs they could have in their Purſuits of Wealth. Our 
Error in the preſent Caſe, (as in moſtOthers)proceeds from 
partial Views, from not taking in the Whole, Welcok 
only on thoſe above us, which ſtrains our Hearts inPurſuit, 
and puts all our Faculties plainly on the Stretch; where- 
as it we lookt on thoſe below us too; it would abate our 
Ferment, remit our painful Intention, and inſpire quite 
new Sentimentsof our own State. Now on our Senti- 
ments (which few obſerve) our Happineſs depends. It 
lies in Thoughts, and not in Things, Things are opaque 
Bodies, which have no Light of their own, and are only 
capable of reflecting to Advantage the Gayety beaming on 
them fram our own Hearts, Hence, the very Unhappy fly 
publick, and pompous Scenes of Lite; becau'e, while gay 
to others, they are dark to them, and therefore, more pro- 
vokingly fo, than Retreat. It is not the Man's Buſineſe, 
who defires Happineſs, to increaſe his Riches, but to give 
his Underſtanding fo juſt a Judgment of Things, and his 
Affections fo rational a Temper, that he could not be more 
happy, though he were more rich. Nay ſome have parted 
with their Riches tor the Sake of Happineſs. Bur, in this, 
the Faith of Annals, in the Miſer's Opinion, will lazour 
very much, 


The Foundation ot Error in this Point, is, all our Pains, 
and Pleaſures, are from Senſe, or Imagination, and not 
from Reaſon, Now content is an Art; I have lcarn'dto 
be content, ſays the Apoſtle. Neither Nature, nor Chance, 
nor Circumſtances can give it. The whole Body of Pa- 
gan, andChriſtian Ethicks are the Rules of this Art. Now 
the Miſer profeſſes an Art directly the Reverſe of it. He 
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is wiſe, (which is another Word for. Happy is this Caſe,) 
who can ſay I have not much, but no Man has more, for 
I have all I want. Socrates ſaid with Wit, but with 
ment too, He that needs leaſt, is moſt like the 
Who need Nothing. 


Fourthly, I am to ſpeak of the Vain. This is the moſt | 
diſtinguiſh'd Son of Folly, and has che moſt airy Happinef, 
of them all. HisBrothers before mentioned, thought them- 
ſelves tobe laugh d at, laugh at him. He ſeeks bis Felici 
entirely in the Opinions of others, and but rarely finds 
there; for the World, by his very Name, has pronounc'd 
againſt him; from the Emptineſsof his Purſuit, and the 
Thinneſs of his Enjoyment, is he call'd Vain, The For. 
mer wiſh at leaſt ſor ſomething Subſtantial, but his very 
Wiſh is a Reproach. 

As the too Modeſt is pain'd by being in the publick Eye, 
he is pain'd by being out ot it. What a vaſt Expence is he 
at to buy S pectators? For to what other End is his ſplen- 

did Perſon, and Equipage, his large Parks, Palaces, Rivers, 
and Caſcades? How Expenſive? and how Uſeleſs? Senſe 
is too Narrow, it wants Compaſs to take them in; leis 
Things would gratify that more. The Underſtandi 
condemns them; Childiſh Imagination only approves, — 
that too but for a Moment; what are theſe Pageantries, but 
larger Toys with which it plays a-while, and then grows 
weary of them? W hat are they, but huge Monuments of 
Miſtake, Subjects for popular Talk, and an immenſe Tax 
paid for Rumour, for ſure it cannot be call'd Fame? 


How he gazes on, and touches, and retouches, and as it 
were ſolicits his ſnining Ornaments to give him ſome ex- 
traordinary Senſation. ſomewhate adequat toſthe Deſire 
he indu gd for, or the Expectation he entertained from 
them ? but in vain. They were much more Powerful in 
Idea, than the; are in Fact. It is falling in Love with our 
_ miſtaken Ideas that makes Fools, and Beggars of halt 

ankind. | 


The 
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The Vain is a Beggar of Admiration. ing in an un- 
reputable Proteſſion; but as we are d ant Beings, we 
muſt all be Beggars in ſome Degree. The Scandal there- 
fore of this Practice depends on two Things, the Charac- 
ter of the Perſon trom whom, and the Value of the Things 
which webeg. Now the Vain begs from all, even the 
moſt Ignoble ; and he begs Nothing; I mean, what turns 
to no Account. He is more noble that asks Bread, than 
he whoasksa Bow, or the Glance of an Eye; for that is 
more worth. 


In what does this Man lay out the Faculties of an im- 
mortal Soul ? That Time, on which depends Eternity ? 
That Eſtate, which well diſpoſed ot, might in ſome mea- 
ſure purchaſe Heaven? What is his ſerious Labour, ſub- 
tle Machination, ardent Deſire, and reigning Ambition ? 
to be ſeen. This ridiculous, but true Antwer, renders 
all grave Cenſure almoſt ſuperfluous. It the World was 
fill d with ſuch as theſe, all Arts, and Engines of Diſcipline, 
and of Death, for chaſtiſement of Offence, might ſeem 
needleſs; let the Law they violate, or the Power they of- 
tend, but condemn them to retreat. 


Zut to come cloſe to the Point. What is it the Vain 
would have? He would be admired; he begs an Alms of 
Admiration from every Paſſer by, and his Happinels ſtarves 
without it. Now what does this Deſire imply ? It implies 
that he cannot be happy without their Leave. Thus is he 
by Choice the molt precarious Creature on Earth. The 
molt precariousCreature is the moſt wretched, and, there- 
| tore, the 8 by Choice, is the moſt Fooliſh 
too; if any will deny that the moſt precarious Being is 
moſt wretched, let them conſider that the Reverſe, th 
leaſt precarious Being, is the moſt happy, for that is God: 
And the farther we are remov'd from lndependency, and 
Selt-ſufficiency, the farther are we remov d from that 
Standard of Wiſdom, and Happinels, 
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I ſhall diſmiſs the Vain with one Obſervation more.. 
ought particularly to guard againſt this Folly, for a Reaſon 
very particular too. Other Vices are promoted by Vices, 
but this is often nouriſh'd by Virtue it ſelt. 


Thus have I, I think, prov'd, That the voluptuous is | 
the greateſt Selt-denier ; that the Ambitious is the greateſt | 
Slave; that the Coverous has no Wealth; and that the Vain 


whoſe Idol is Admiration, is the greateſt Object of Con- 
tempt. 


The Conſiderations which have been alledg'd to the 
Diſcredit of human Happineſs have been, hitherto, drawn 
from general Topicks; one remains, that is too peculiar, 
We have lately loſt our King; that fad Occaſion firſt ug: 
geſted this Subje to me, which, now, it ſupports wit 
an unwelcome Argument; for when our Sovereign fell, 
Nature her ſelt emphatically proclaim'd © That all below 


* is Vain”, Too powerful a Supplement to this Diſ- 
courſe! 


— 


— 


Who, then, art thou who ſetteſt thine Affections on 
Things below ? Art thou greater than the Deceas d? Doſt 
thou value thy ſelf on thyBirth? The moſtHigbly-deſcend- 
ed is no more. Doſt thou value thy ſelf on thy Riches? 
The King of Britain is no more. Doſt thou value thy ſelf | 
on thy Power? The Maſter of the Seas, the Arbiter of 
Eurote is uo more, Doſt thou glory in thy Conſtancy, Hu- 
manity, Affection to thy Friends, or Encouragement ot 


Arts? Bur I forbear. It is Ambition to be Grateful, | 
when Princes beſtow. 


RO : 


How lately were the Eyes of all Furope thrown on this | 
great Man? for Man let me call him, now, nor contradict | 
the Declaration which his Mortality has made, They that | 
find him, now, muſt ſeek tor him; and ſeek tor him in 
the Duſt. What on Earth but muſt tell us this World is | 

| 


vain, if Thrones declare it? If Kings, it Britiſh Kings are 
Demonſtrations of it? O Majeſty! Thy Serene yn 


| 


' 


_ 
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indeed is clos d; but, then, thou ſhineſt on us in thy 


Meridian Glory. 


1 ſhall offer one Obſervation on the Death of Princes, 
which if full to my preſent Purpoſe. A Throne is the ſhin- 
ing Period, the golden Termination ot the worldly Man's 
proſpect, his Paſſions affect, his Underſtanding conceives, 
nothing beyond it, or the Favouts it can beſtow. The 
Sun, the Expanſe of Heaven, or what lies higher, have no 
Luſtre in his Sight, no Room in his pre-engag'd Imagina- 
tion, it is all a ſuperfluous Waſte. When therefore his Mo- 
narch dies he is left in Darkneſs, bis Sun is ſet, it is the 
Night of Ambition with him. Which naturally dam 
him into Reflection, and fills that Reflection with awtul 


Thoughts, 


With Reverence, then, be it ſpoken, what can God, in 
his ordinary Means do more, to turn his Affections into 
their right Channel, and ſend them forward to their pro- 
per End? Providence, by his King's deceaſe, takes away 
the very Ground on Which his Deluſion roſe; it ſinks be- 
fore him; his Error is ſupplanted, nor has his Folly where- 
on to ſtand; but muſt return, like the Dove in the Deluge, 
to his own Boſom again. 


By this, is he convinc'd that his ultimate Point of View 
is not only vain in its Nature, but vain in Fact; it not only 
may, but has actually tail'd. What, then, is he under a 
Neceſſity of doing, this Boundary of bis Sight remov'd ? 
Either he muſt look forward, (and what is beyond it, but 
God?) Or, he muſt cloſe his Eyes in wiltul Darkneſs, and 
ſtill repoſe his Truſt in Things which he has experienc'd to 
be vain. Suck Accidents, therefore, however Fatal to 
his Secular, arethe Mercy of God, as to his eternal Inte- 
reſt; and ſay with my Text, Set your Aſfettions on Things 
above, and not on Things on the Earth. 


Let us, now, from the Throne look back, (as from an 
Eminence,) on the former part ot our Journey; We have 
paſſed the ſeveral Orders, Ages, Aims, Relations, Conſti- 

VOTE | tutions, 
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tutions, Tempers, Paſſions, with the four great Impulſeg 
ot Mankind, and have tound but one Report through theſe 


ſeveral Stages of our Courſe; the various Witnefles con- Hh 


cur, and bring ina full Verdict againſt the Happineſs of 
human Lite. They declare that all Mankind is united by 


Miſery, in ſome Degree, as by (what is leſs melancholy | 


theGrave, to which it leads, 


And can this World enchant us ſtill? And can we be born 
for this? Is this a Scene tor Reaſon, that Emanation of Di- 
vinity to doat on? Is this the Fortune, this the Dower to 
which we ſhould wed an immortal Soul? Where then is 
the Difference between Reaſon, and Abſurdity ? Between 
Immortality and the Beaſts that periſh ? Be this their Hea- 


ven, (as properly it is,) but not their Lord's, but not Man's, 


I ſhall cloſe this Diſcourſe with a Picture of Life in Mi- 
niature, that your Memories may carry it the better: A 
Picture mere melancholy, than that of this Giobe e er well 
cleat of the Chaos; or labouring, atterwards, under all the 
—_ and Diſgraces, that an univerſal Deluge couldin- 

ict. 8 


Thoughts with Behold a World! Where the Inhabi- 
Regard to the tants are not difterenced by Happineſs, 
Mind, and Miſery; but only by the different 

s. and various Colours of Miſe- 
ry univerſal: Where the Memory is clouded with black 
Ideas of the Pat; the Imagination over-looks the Preſent, 
and the Underſtanding, through Mercy is blinded to the 
Future: Where, every Paſſion may be cald Legion, tor 
its Evilsare many. W here, Men almoſt univerſally lay aſide 
intellectual Pleaſures ; are molt ardent defirers ot Hap- 

ineſs, and yet ſubſiſt it on the moſt impotent Half ot their 
atures. Where, Anxiety of Thought damps ſenſual 
Pleaſure,and ſen{ualPleaſure increaſes Anxiety ot thought, 
and impairs our Strength to ſupport it, too. W here, the 
Soul and Body are in perpetual F oltilities, aggrieving each 
other, and external Accidents ſeem ſuperfluous to our Mi- 


ſery; 
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ſery ; thus the poor Man, like devoted Jeru/alem, beſieg d 
without, and divided within, is a Complication of Inte- 
lcity. 


Where, Succeſs muſt be procur' d by To Externals. 


our infinite Care, and Ruin follows on 
the contrary z ſo that all the ſad Choice indulg'd to Man- 


kind, is, of infinite Care or Deſtruction. Beſides, the 
more we have of Credit, Wealth or Power, the more we 

may loſe; nor is any Man entirely free from the Appre- 
henſions of it; ſo that our Poſſeſſions imply and provide 


for our Miſery. Where, an independant Pleaſure is very 


ſevere: a dependent, very frail, Where, Pleaſure ofien 
exacts ſuch Hardſhips from her Votary, that Auſterity 


| cannot improve upon them. Where, nothiag pleaſes 
dut in Proſpect, and to pleaſe in Proſpect only, is not to 


diſappoint alone, but ts deride us, too. Where, what ex- 
alts the Spirits ſhortens Life by that Expence, and what de- 
preſſes, makes the ſhorteſt Life too Jong. Where, Days 
are long, yet Lite is ſhort. Where, we ſtandas in a Battic, 
Thouſands daily falling round us, and yet we forget our 
ewn Mortality; nay, arc harden'd into an Inſenſibility of 


it, by theſe very Proofs of its Approach; and ſtarr, like 


David, when we hear, ne —— — ml A og 
Experience, which is truly t ing of Life, is 
the leverc Diſcipline of 4 ms rn” Diverſion. which is 
ſuppos'da Bleſſing, only ſignifies that to ourſelves we are 
iniupportable. Where, Sorrow is as the Stem or Root of 
Lite; Joy butas its Flower, at remote Seafons 
only, then often blighted, or if it blooms, in Blooming 
dies. Where all is vexatious, or mix'd, or fugitive. Where, 
Paints aſſault us, Deluſions ſurround us, — Terrors ha 

oer us. Where, ve are reſtleſs in Purſuit, diſſatisfied in 
Fruition, and perſecuted with Remorſe. Where, we are 
ever purſuing, and e ver condemaing the ſame Things; 
ever accuſing Hope of its broken Faith, and ever truſting 
on; ever graſping after ſenſual Enjoyments, and ever im- 
Pair ing our Appetite for them. Where, Objects, as well 
as Appetites, decay; or if they laſt, laſt not to us, through 
the Fickleneſs of our Choice, Where, we are yearly bu- 
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rying ſome favourite Amuſement or Pleaſure; and tl 
that ſucceed are leſs exquiſite, and full as mortal. Mh 
we ſpend moſt of our Days in climbing the Hill of ou 
Fortune, which ſuſpends, by Labour any ſericus Thought; 
and when we haveclimb'd it, and are about to change Toi 
tor Enjoyment, we ſtart to ſee our Grave ſo near us on 
t'other Side. Where, Life with moſt Men is to come, 
till it is paſt. 


To the Profeſſions Where, the grave Employments of 
and Nature of Mankind are but ſtrenuous Follies; no 
Things. differenc'd from thoſe of Children, but 

by their Magnitude, and their Guilt, 
Where, the ſeveral Occupations of Life are but Fortifics 
tions againſt Want, and often frail ones, too, Where, 
among Profeſſions are the Lawyer and the Soldier, Pro- 
feſſors of Quarreland Death; Fortune and Life their Prey, 
W here, the Infirmities of our Bodies demand and ſupport 
one Profeſſion ;the Infirmitiesof our Mind, another; and 
the Miſadventures of our Fortune conſtitute an ample Por- 
tion in the whole World of Literature. Where, the v 
Elements wage War againſt us; and have their! nundarion, | 
Shipwreck, Earthquake, Famine, Peſtilence, Volcano's, 
and Conflagration. Where, we cannot make way from 
our Doors, but through the Cries of Indigeuce or Diſeaſe. | 
Where, Hoſpitals and Bedlams are publick Neceſlaries | 
Where, the very Appellations of a large part of Mankind 
can't be heard without Compaſſion; Widows! and Or: 
phans! Where, Tears area Diſtinction of the whole Spe- 
cies from other Creatures. W here, Youth often lan- 


iſhes like a Tempeſt-beaten Flower, and Age ſhews iu 
— like a blaſted Oak. 


To Hiſtory. Where, Hiſtory, for the moſt part, is 
nothing but a large Fieid of Misfortune, | 

and to dip into almoſt any Page of it, is, to dip into Blood; 
into Blood, Per ſecutions, Inquiſitions, Treaſons, Aſſa ſſi- 
nations, Sieges, Ser vitudes: Or if ſometimes a Triumph 
breaks through this genera! Cloud. as Lightning thro' 
Night, it vaniſhes almoſt as ſoon ; and while it laſts, it is a 


Proot, | 


A true Eſtimate of Human Life. 57 

Proof and Memorial of Miſery ; for what is a Triumph, 
but the gay Daughter of Deſtruction and Death? Where, 
Hard- heartedneis and Luft, drinking the Tears of believing 
Innocence, and Selt-defign, and Treachery, turning every 
Virtue ot others, to its own Intereſt, and the good Man's 
Ruin, (which abounds in every Record) makes Peace 
more cruel than War, Where, Happineſs is ſuch a Stran- 
ger, that tor many Ages it was Learning to ſeek the true 
Notion of it; and it was but ſought ; it was not found, 
but reveal d at laſt. Where, the Pomps and Prancings of 
the Mighty, are but the Trappings of Woe. W here, the 
moſt ſhi and envy'd Characters have few of them 
died a natural Death; but furniſh Theme of Tragedy for 
ſucceeding Generations: 8 ! that the ſame Perſons 

ſhould be the Objects of our Envy and Pity too! Strange 

too! that we ſhould have Sighs ſufficient for more Miſeries 

than our own, Where, the moſt Happy would not tepeat 

their Courſe; and he was juſtly cenſur d who wept over 

his Army as mortal. becauſe not one of that numerous 

Hoſt, but might probably wiſh, before he found his End. 

Where among the many Arguments tor a future State, 

the Miſery of this has been moſt ftrongly and univerſally 

inſiſted on in all Ages 2which demonſtrates an acute Senſe, 


dd too amplea Conviction of it. Where, Crowns have 


been often abdicated; how often, in our own Annals, is 
the Palace c hang d tor the Cloyſter? Where, Selt- murder, 
t certain Periods, has been a Fadson; nay, very extraot- 
dinary Methods have been takem to reſtrain even che tender 
Sex from this Horror. Where, half the Travels that have 
been undertook, halt the Deſtzns thar have been enter- 
prix d, half the Volumes that have been written, have 
been Refuges from Uneafineſs of Heart; and the laſt are 
not more the immortal Monuments of human Wit, than 
of human Infelicity. W here Happineſs is an Art, and Con 
tent is an Art; what Libraries have been written to teach 
it? Whatever Succefs they have in reaching char, they 
8 That Unhappinefs and Di'content 
e natural. 


E Where 
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To Friendſhip, Where, a Smile is often an Ambuſh, 

as it was on the Face of Domitian, on 
which it ſeldom ſhone, but when Rancour gather'd at hi 
Heart. Where, Enmity is fincere, Friendſhip often 
Name, and it is Ruin to truſt thoſe, whom not to truſti 
almoſt a Crime, as a Relation, a Friend, a Brother ! Whe 
many tall trom Credit, Fortune, Lite, with Cafar's | 
clamation, * And this fromthee ©” where provoking e 
Foes has not ruin d halt ſo many, as confiding in thoſe ol 
contrary Character. He needs no Foe, who is entirely: 
the Mercy of his Friends. Where, more Hearts pine 
way in ſecret Anguiſh for Unkindneſs from thoſe w 
ſhould be their Comforters, than from any other Calamit 
in Life. W here, Bills of Mortality would ſcarce be mou 
ful, if Bills ot private Calamity were in uſe. Who ha 
not ſeen, who has not foreſeen, nay, whoalmoſt has ne 
felt a bleeding Heart? where evil Arts uſurp the Name ant 
Port of Wikiom, though ſcarce worthy to be call'd 
ning, Now Cunning is but the Top of a Fool's Character} 
and Wiſdom itſelf is but the Bottom or inferior Part 
— an honeſt Man. Nulla Bona, niſi E 
neſta. | 


To Family- Af- Where the honeſt, confiding Hear} 
fiction. takes a Virgin Flower into his Boſom, an 
often findsa Sting under it. W here, the 

fond Mother, to-day, looks with Tranſport on the Remi 

of her long Labour, and paintul Travel, which change 
perhaps, to-morrow, the Cradle for the Grave. When 
the iceble Father follows a favourite, an only Daughter 
the Delight of his Eye! the Reſt ot his Age! to her long 
Home, which he perhaps has wiſhed for himſelf in vain 
and ſheds thoſe Tears on her Aſhes, which ſhould expret 

his Joy tor the happy Diſpoſal of her in Life : Or perhaps 
the Caſe is ſtill worſe, he ſees her Youth, and Beauty, au 
Innocence, fallen into Arms, to him more dreadful than 
thoſe of Death. Where, the Son of ſome Great Houſe, 
its Hope, Joy, and Support, the ſole Heir of Riches, T. 
tles, and golden Schemes, falls immaturely, N 
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Death, as the Pillars were by Sampſon; and the whole 
buſh gtructure is ſorely ſhaken, it it does not tollovy on bis Fall. 
» OnF Where, many a numerous Family lives ia Innocence, 
at hu Peace, Plenty, Reputation, under the Wing of anindul- 
gent, prudent and induſtrious Father; the Father dies, they 
are ſcatter'd, like a Sheat ot Corn when the Band is broke, 
and become the Prey of Guilt, Want, Anxiety and Shame. 
Where, the Comforts of Life have their Pangs; their Jars, 
ealouſies, Interruptions, Decays, and Extinction, Where, 
e, Animoſity and Revenge wound deep ; but deeper 
F (when they wound) Relation, Friendſhip, Love; for Love 
diner bas its Barbarities, and frequently may be miſtaken for Ha- 
vun tred by its Effects. There are ſometimes malignant Tem- 
ami} pers in Families; ſuch domeſtick Maladies are like Ulcers 
mf inthe * Extremities cannot cure them, they cannot 
be cut off. 


as no 

nen Where, the Night is an idle Dream, Mixt Thoughts. 

C andthe Day little better, Where, every 
ractet one is Witneſs or Patient of Aﬀfidion; ever telling fad 
art of Tales of others, till he becomes a Tale himſelf; the Tale of 
ſs H aDay! and then is utterly forgotten. He Liv d and dy d, 
is an Epitaph for much the greateſt part of Mankind. 

Where he x an has reach'd his Meridian is One of a Thou- 

n land, his Friends and Relations lie dead around him; half 
m. ai of his Converſation is gather d from the Tomb. What 
re, the? are the Gay, Young, Beautiful, Brave, Learned, Wiſe, 
ni Good, in which he once perhaps was rich, what are they? 
ange 2 Tear! a Sigh! Where, Youth has the Pain of getting, 
Vhere) Age ot leaving its Riches; Affection being rarely ſtrong 
| enough in us to make the parting with them agreeable. 
| Where, Fears and Pangs, only give a Reliſh of the contrary; 
and our Pleaſure generally as it riſes from, ſo it ends in 
them, too. Where, the Pain of Impatience turns us over 
to the Pain of Satiety, ſcarce divided by the Moment 
of Delight, Where Pain is oftener ſunk by new Pain, than 
heal'd by Supervening Pleaſure ? Where, real Evils are fre- 
vent ; imaginary; perpetual; and the Happieſt thanks 
ſlome other's Wretchedneſs, for putting him in mind, that 
'd by be is not the maſt wretched himſelt. Where, I was hap- 
eath, E 2 PY» 
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PY» a few may poſſibly fay ; I ſhall be happy, moſt ſay ;1 


am happy, none: Now it none are happy on the preſent, 


it is a Demonſtration that Happineſs is abſent from us all, 


The preſent is all that our Parent Nature, properly, gives 
us ; and that, like peeviſh Children, we will not taſte; 
thus between the Law ot our Condition, and the Perverſ. 
neſs of our Temper, we havenothing atall; weare 

poor, ſubſiſt ing, or rather ſtarving our thin Happideſs on 
Dreams, and 8 
to come ; certainly, never to come proportionate to our 
Conceptionsof them. Where, Man inatches ſuch quiek 
and terrible Reſentment from the ſmalleſt Occaſion, that 
it reſembles the Diſcharge of Ordnance at the Touch of z 
Reed. Where, to have any Chance for Happineſs a Mu 
muſt poſſeſs the World, or deſpiſe it; now the Contempt 
ot it, in him that poſſeſſes it not, is a Cheat, he does not 
heartily contemn it; he miſtakes his Ill will torContempt; 


and what is as unfortunate, he that poſſe ſſes it, does con- | 
temn it; but not from Wiſdom, but Weakneſs, which hu | 


not the Skill to reliſhits Enjoyments, as they deſerve 
W here, proud Honour ſtands in the Place of meek Rel 
gion, Honour that diſdains Compultion, and that, conſs 
quently, muſt ſtand or fall with Inclination and Humour 
he, therefore, that relies on Honour, relies on Humou, 
2nd he that relies on Humour, is a Fool, and mult be 1 
Wretch in the End. Where, the two Points the World 
wiſe Man aims at, are, Firſt, to get the better of natur 


Iuſtinct. ſo as not to be berray'd by it into any Humanities, | 


iu which he does not find his own immediate Account; 
Secondly, to ſur mount the Prejudices, and Timoroutnek 
of Education, to throw the Virtues and Vices into oneHesy 
likea Man; thenee to be drawn out, indifferent ly, as Inte- 


reſt directs; Intereſt, which is his God and his Pible, the | 
Cuſtom of the World. Where, many Men ſuppoſe yout 


K nave, orconclude you a Fool; and eall you ſo by their 
Proteſhons of diſintereſted Friendſhip ; by which they 
only mean to ſteal your Affections, and the good Effects of 
them. Where, Compaſſion, with ſome, paſſes tor Weak 


neſs, and you mult ſuppreſs your Sighs, as in the Theatre, | 


not to be laugh'd at; he is look d on as an Ideot, who is 


sof Good to Come; perhaps, never 


2 art 


not 


—_ 
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not above being a Man. Where, Men ſeek not the Means 
of ſerving, but an Excule for not ſerving others; and 
words c their Name, and do not reveal, but cover 
the Mind; the Paſſions themiclyes, thoſe Betrayers ot 
Truth, are taught to act a Part; the very Eye can lie, and 
that natural Window of the Soul has a Skreen before it, 
that you may not ſee through; he only, who diſcovers his 
own Intereſt, gives youa Key to his Heart: In a word, 
where the honeſt Man (who alone is worthy ot Good) it 
he judges ot Men by himfelt, is undone. This may be 
call'd Satire, but, by the ſame Rule, the Scripture is o 
too. Where, to diſſemble Iajuries, is the greateſt Shock 
to Nature, and Shame to Honour, yet, at the ſame time, 
the greateſt Art of Life, Where, be that has not learn 'd 
the World muſt go out of it, or be a Jeſt, and an Untortu- 
nate in it; he that has learn d it, has learn'd it with Duſci- 
pline, and by that time he is well Matter ot the Game, his 
Candle is put out. It is hard to learn the World, but harder 
to unlearn it; and not to unlearn it, will, one Day, prove 
more fatal. Where, we will not believe yeſterday, but 
hope favourably of to-morrow, as it then there would be 
anew Sun, anew Narure, a new Selt; they pray tor thar, 
who almoſt curſe its Fellow. W here, Sorrow is truitleſs 
and Laughter is mad. Where, at the ſeveral Tides of 
Fortune, the Head tells the Heart, well, now, we are hap- 
py, which the Heart ſcarce believes, or believes it impli- 
cirly: Whenever we ſay to our (elves, let us fit down and 
enjoy Life, we diſcover the Cheat, like one deluded 
Perſpective, by bringing it tothe Touch. Nothing will 
do; Bufineſs, conſidering Paſhon and Accident, is a Toil 
certainly; Idleneſs is worſe; and Books are a weak Re- 
ſource; a Man ſhould go more read than eat, without an 
Appetite, if he does, the Book will be near as much amu- 
ſed and edified by the Man, as he by the Book. Where 
Multitudes, ( ſt range and ridiculous ! but tor the Horror of 
it) complain they have nothing to do, when every Step is 
2 Step towards a Grave, every Minute an Approach to an 
Eternity: Beſides, it Men well knew the Buſineis ot this 
World, and wauld acquit themſelves lke Matters in it, 
Waat of Time would be their great Complaint. * 
that 
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that lays down but this one ſimple Rule, That he will be 
inthe Right wherever he is, or whatever he is abour, 
will never have one idle Moment, tho? he has not the im- 


Travel. W here, the tender Mother ſheds Tears over her 
helpleſs Infant, and the careful Father pours Groans over 
them both; Groans conſcious of the Preſent, and preſa- 
ging of the Future, Where ſometimes Nations groan, 
as one Man, under a Calamity ; nor is the whole 


Earth at all priviledg'd trom the ſevere Condition of any } 


one Nation of it, Where, Nature is perpetually pouri 
her Children in vaſt Tides out of Time into Eternity — 
the Survivers take the Evil, and refuſe the Good. They 


are but the more melancholy, not the wiſer tor it. Where 
we are born with Pain, and die with Amazement. Where, 


Life is the Slave of Miſery, and yet (moſt ſtrange and de 


plorable !) the King ot Terrors is Death. | 
Sunt Lacymæ Rerum, & mentem Mortalia tangunt. | 


— Cares ot Nations, or even of Families, on his 


Where, the Paſt is a very Dream, and the Future a ſore | 


CC 
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Almoſt the whole Book of Fcelefaſtes might be tra 
ſcrib'd as a ſcriptural Support of what is here ſaid; and i 
Author it is well known, received Wiſdom as an im 
diate Gift from God, in Superiority to all the reſt of 
kind. 


I ſhall conclude by ſaying what is moſt true, that 
man Life islike a diſhoneſt Creditor, it puts off our Yo 
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and Manhood, with Lies, from Day to Day, then owns the! 


Cheat, and gives our Age an abſolute Denial. 


The Deſcription of If this Account is juſt, as I think it is, 
human Happineſs. What is human Happine\s? A Word! a 
Notion! a Day-dream !a W iſh la Sigh! 

a Theme to be talk'd of! a Mark to be ſhot at, but never 
hit! a Picture in the Head, anda Pang in the Heart 
-.- i 


T 
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A true Eſtimate of Human Life. 63 
Man. Wiſdom recommends it gravely, Learning talks 
of it pompouſly ; our Underſtanding liſtens to it eagerly, 


our Affection purſues it warmly, and our Experience de- 


irs of it y. Imagination perſuades ſome 
1 have found it, but it is while their Reaſon is a- 
geep; Pride prevails with others ro boaſt of ir, but it is 
only a Boaſt, by which they may deceive their Neigh- 


dours, but not themſelves; Felicity of Conſtitution, and 
| —_ of Manners make the neareſt Approach to it, but 


it is only an Approach; Fortune, the Nature of Things, 
the Infirmities of the Body, the Paſſions of the Mind, the 
on others, the Prevalence of Vice, the very 


Condition of (uncorrected) Humanity terbids an Embrace. 


Wine, Beauty, Muſick, Pomp, Study, Diverſion, Buſi- 


' nels, Wiſdom, all that Sea or Land, Nature or Art, La- 
| bour or Reſt can beſtow, are but poor Ex 


pedients to heave 
off the inſupportable Load of an Hour from the Heart of 


Man; the Load of an Hour, trom the Heir of an Eternity! 
| If the Young, or Unex 


ienc'd, or Vain, or Profligate 
only were ſubject to this Weakneſs, it were ſomething; 


dut when the Learned, and Wiſe, and Grave, and Grey 
It ſhocks! it mortifies! and with Shame and Pity, my 


Mind turns from its Purpoſe, and goes backward with 


Reverence to throw a Veil over the Nakedneſs of my Fa- 


ther. Ina Word, the true Notion of Human Happineſs 
explained, is it ſelf one of the ſtrongeſt Proofs of our Mi- 
ſery. For how can we ſpeak more adequately ot it, than 
by faying, It is that of which our Deſpair is as neceſſary, 
as our Paſſion tor it is vehement and inextinguiſhable. 


Nov ardently to thirſt, and unavoidably to deſpond, with 


Regard to the ſame Thing, and that Thing of Conſe- 


quence ſupream, is the Conſummation ot Iafelicity. I 


know but one ſolid Pleaſure of Life, and that is our Duty ; 


how miſerable then, how unwiſe, how unpardonable are 
they, who make that onea Pain ? 


The Purpoſe of this Diſcourle, as expreſs'd in the Be- 
ginning of it, was to put this World in the Ballance; and 
examine the Value of Things on the Ear:h, Now ſuch as 


64 A true Eſtimate of Human Life. 
is repreſented, not vated, th 


not wholly revers d, abundantly reliev d, exceedi 


it is a State of their own Choice; and it may be, thou 
brighten'd trom the Clouds, the thick ere 


hangs upon it; as | ſhall endeavour to make manifeſt in 


the following Diſcourſe; and thus vindicate Providence 


from prevailing Imputations ; and by lying the two} 


Counter parts together, infer A true Eflimate of Human 
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the whole pre- 
ceding Diſcourſe, is the General State of Mankind: But 
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| As it is Acted at the 
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THEATRES. 


By EDWARD YOUNG, L IL. B. 
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O triſte plane acerbumq; Funus O Morte ipſa Mortis 
Tempus indignius Jam deſtinata erat egregio Juveui, 
jam electus Nuptiarum Dies; quod Gaudium, quo 
marore mutatum eſt? Prin, Eyis r. 
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To His GRACE the 


Duke of NEWCASTLE, 


Lord Chamberlain of HSMAJEST Y's 
Houſhold, Sc. 


My Lord, | 
F a Dedication carries in its Nature a Mark of our Ac- 
1 knowledgment and Eſteem, and is there moſt due, 
where we are moſt obliged ; the lateInſtances 1 receiy= 
eu of your Grace'sundeſerved and uncommon Favour in 
an Affair of ſome Conſequence (foreign to the Theatre) 
bas taken from me the Privilege of chuſing a Patron; eſ- 
peciaily for a Performance, vhich not only by its Kind falls 
immediately under your Grace's Authority, but which 
likewiſe by its good Fortune, in a Seaſon of ſome Da 
to it, received from your Grace's free Indulgence, its Life 
and Succeſs on the Stage. Thus my Ambition concurs 
with my Duty, and its my Happineſs, not to be able to gra- 
tify the Impulſe ot the one, without obeying at the ame 
Time the Dictates of the other. X 

Addreſſes of this Nature, through a grols Abuſe of 
Praiſe have juſtly fa len under Ridicule. 

Ho pleaſant it is, to hear one of yeſterday compliment- 
ed on his Illuſtrious Anceſtors? A ſordid Perion, on his 
Magnificence ? An illiterate Pretender, on his Skill in 
Arts 2ndSciences ? Or a W retch contracted with Selt-!ove, 
on his diffuſive Benevolence to Mankind? Yet from the 
Frequency of ſuch a ſhametul Proſtitution of the Pen as 
| this, one Advantage reſults; it gives the Grace of Novel- 
ty and Peculiarity ro a Dedication, that ſhall reclaim Pa- 
negyrick trom its Guilt, and reſcue the late-mentioned 
lubl.me Diſtin&tions of Character from Ablurdity and In- 
juſtice, by applying them toa Duke of Nemcaſtle. It is a 
kind of Compliment paid to Panegyrick ĩt iel, to uſe it 
on ſo juſt an Occaſion. A 2 N 


as they flouriſh or decline; and who knows not, that the 


them. ö 


DEDICATION. 


It is Letters, my Lord, which diſtinguiſh one Age from 
another; each Period of Time ſhines, or iscaſt in Shades, 


Fate of Letters is determin d by the kind or cold Aſpe& 
of the Great ! How happy then is the preſent Time, how 
fair an Aſſurance has it of being exempted from theDeath 
of common Ages, when we 2 the politer Artstriumph- 
ing in the Care and Encouragement of one who has made 

an early and regular Acquaintance with them at their own 
Home, joining to the ampleſt Fortune, the Qualifications 
requiſite (had it been wanting) to acquire and deſetve it. 
One, who in the Flower of Youth, when the Imagina- 
tion is warmeſt, and fit for ſuch a Province, preſides over 
the Labours of Genius and fine Taſte, and has it in his 
Power to rival thoſe he is pleaſed to patronize. One, in 
a Word, who is covetous ot Learning, reaches beyond 
his own Nation for new Supplies of it ; who, zealous for 
Merit, pays Honours to its very Aſhes ; and whoſe being 
an excellent Maſter in polite Letters himſelf, is one of the 
ſmalleſt Proots he has given of his ardent Love toward 


But I cannot turn my Thought that Way, without be | 
ing put in mind ot the Imperfection ot the following 
Scenes. I own they have many Faults, as many as I cu 
allow, without reflecting on the Town, for the Counts 
nance they have received: But l hope they have Merit e. 
nough toentitle them to ſome Share of your Grace's Ap 
probation, as well as Errors enough to make them ſtand 


in need of all your Protection. The Continuance «i 
which is humbly hoped by, 


Tour GRACE's 
much obliged, 
moſt obedient, and 
moſt humble Servant, 
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een 
p RO 


| 


PROLOGUE, 


By a FRIEND. 
| Spoken by Mr. BCO TA. 


1 NG have you ſeen the Greek and Roman Name, [1 

Aſſiſted by the Muſe, renew their Fame: 1 

| While yet unſung thoſe Heroes ſleep, ſrom whom | | 

| Greece form'd her Plato's, and her Ca ſat's Rome. | 

Such, Egypt, were thy Sons! divinely great 

In Arts, and Arms, in Wiſdom, and in State. 

Her early Monarchs gave ſuch Glories Birth, 

| Their Ruins are the wonders of the Earth. 

Structures ſo vaſt by thoſe great Kings deſign'd, 

Are tut faint Sketches of their boundleſs Mind. 

Yet ne er has Albion's Scene, tho' long renown'd, | 

Mih the ſtern Tyrants of the Nile been crown'd, 1 
The Tragic Muſe in Grandeur ſhould excel, 4 

Her Figure blazes, and her Numbers ſwell, | | 

The proudeſt Monarch of the proudeſt Ace, 11 

From Eygpt comes to tread the Britiſh Stage : 

Old Homer's Heroes Mc derns are to thoſe 

hom this Night's venerable Scenes diſcloſe. 

tbe | Here Pomp and Splendor ſerve but to prepare ; 

ving To touch the Soul is our peculiar Care; 


| cal By juſt Diſtreſs ſoft Pity to impart, 
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inte And mend your Nature, while we move your Heart; ab" 
it & | Nor wou'd theſe Scenes in empty Words abound, if 
; Ap Or overlay the Sentiment with Sound, h | 
ſtand Words (when the Poet wou'd your Souls engage) 1 
de d | Are the meer Garniſh of an idle Stage, | 


When Paſſion rages, Eloquence is mean; 
Geſtures and Looks beſt [peak the moving Scene, 
: Ye ſhining Fair] whom tender Woes invite 
| To pleaſing Anguiſh, and ſevere Delight, 
| By your Affliction you compute your Gain, 
And riſe in Pleaſure as you riſe in Pain. 
If then juſt Objects of Concern are ſhown, 
And your Hearts heave with Sorrows not your 0:1, 
N 1 Let not the generous Impulſe be withſtood, 


% 1. ah — 2 


Strive not with Nature, bluſh not to be good: 
| Sighs only from a noble Temper riſe, 
0 And tis your Virtue ſwells into your Eyes. Drama- 
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Dramatis Perſonæ. 


MEN. 


Buſiris King of Egypt, Mr. Vanderbank. | 
Myron, the Prince, Ar. Elrington, Sen. 
Nicanor, Father to Mandane, Mr. F. Elrington. 


— Mr. Giffard. 

Rameſes, Mr. R. Elrington. 

Syphoces, * Ar. Roſco. 

Pheron, Mr. Hallam. 

Auletes, J Mr. Watſon, 
WOMEN. 

Myris, Queen ot Egypt, Mrs. Vanderbank. | 

Mandane, © Mrs. Knapp. | 

SCENE, MEMPHIS in 
old EGY PT. 


ACT LL SCENE I. 
SCEN E, ATemplem Memphis. 


Enter Pheron and Syphoces. 


STPHOCES. 
F Glorious Structures and immortal Deeds 
I Enlarge the Thought, and ſet our Souls on fire, 
My Tongue has been too cold in Egyp:'s Praiſe, 

The Queen of Nations, and the Boaſt of Times, 

other of Science, and the Houſe of Gods! 
Scarc2 can I open wide my labouring Mind 
To comprehend the vaſt Idea, big 
With Arts and Arms, ſo boundlets in their Fame. 

Pher. Thrice happy Land! did not her dreadful King, 
Far-fam'd Buſiris, whom the World reveres, 
Lay all his ſhining Wonders in Diſgrace, 
By Cruelty and Pride. 

Syph. By Pride indeed ; | 
He calls himſelf the Proud, and glories in it, 
Nor would exchange for 7 apiter's Almighty. 
Have we not ſeen him ſhake his filver Reins, 
O'er harneſs'd Monarchs, to his Chariot yok d? 
In ſullen Majeſty they ſtalk along, A 

9a 4 With 


As Kings compar'd with me. 
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With Eyes of Indignation and Deſpair : 
While he aloft diſplays his impious State, 
With halt their rifled Kingdoms o'er his Brow, 
Blazing to Heaven in Diamonds and Gold. 
Pher. Nor leis the Tyrant's Cruelty than Pride; 
His horrid Altars ſtream with human Blood, 
And Piety is Murder in his Hand. (A great Show, 

Syph. There role the Voice of twice two hundred thou. 
And broke the Clouds, and clear'd the face of day; (land, 
The King who from this Temples Airy Height, 

With Heart dilated that great Work ſurveys, 
Which ſhall proclaim what can be done by Man, 
Has ſtruck his Purple Streamer, and deſcends. 

Pher. Twice ten long Years have ſeen that haughty Pie, 
Which Nations with united Toil advance, | 
Gain on the Skies, and labour up to Heaven. 

Syph. The King=——or proſtrate tall, or diſappear. 

( E xennt, 
Enter Buſiris Attended. 

Buſ. This ancient City, Memphis the renown'd, 

Almoſt co-zval with the Sun himſelf, 

And boaſting Strength ſcarce ſooner to decay, 

How wanton fits ſhe amidſt Nature's Smiles, 

Nor from her higheſt Turrets has to view, 

But Golden Lenkiies and luxuriant Scenes, 

A Waſte of Wealth, the Store-houſe of the World? 
Here fruitful Vales far ſtretching, fly the Sight, 

There, Sails unnumber'd whiten all the Stream, 

While from the Banks tull twenty thouſand Cities 
Survey their Pride, and ſee their guilded Tow'rs 

Float on the Waves, and break againſt the Shore: 
To crown the whole, this riſing Pyramid (Shews the Pla 
Lengtheus in Air, and ends among the Stars, 
W hile every other Object ſhrinks beneath | 
Its mighty Shade, and leſſens to the View, | 


Enter Auletes, hefalls proſtrate. 


Atul. Olive for ever, 
Brſzris firſt of Men! | 
Buſ. Auletes Riſe, | | ] 
Aul. Ambaſſadors from various Climes arrive, , | 

| 0! 


eunt. 


Pla | 


To 
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To view your Wonders, and to greet your Fame; 
Each loaden with the Gifts his Country yields, 
Of which the meanelt riſe to gold and Pearl: 
The rich Arabian fills his ample Vaſe 
With facred Incenſe; Ethiopia ſends 
Athouſand Courſers fleeter than the Wind; 
And their black Riders darken all the Plain : 
Camels and Elephants from other Realms, 
Bending beneath a Weight of Luxury, 
Bring the beſt Seaſons of their various Years, 
And leave their Monarchs poor. 
Buſ. What from the Perſia. 
Aul. He bends before your Throne, and far out- weighs 
The reſt in Tribute, and out-ſhines in State. 
Buſ. Away, he ſees me not, I know his Purpoſe, 
A Spy upon my Greatneſs, and no Friend : 
Take his Ambaſſador, and ſhew him Egype, 
In Memphis ſhew him various Nations meet, 
As in a Sea, yet not confin'd in Space, 
But Streaming freely thro the ſpacious Streets, 
W hich fend forth Millions at each brazen Gate, 
When e er the Trumpet calls; high over head 
On the broad Walls the Chariots bound along, 
And leave in Air a Thunder of my own : 
Fove too has pour'd the Nile into my Hand, 
The Prince of Rivers, Ocean's eldeſt Son : 
Rich of my ſelf, I wake the fruitful Year, 
Nor ask precarious Plenty from the Sky 
Throw all my Glories open to his View, 
Then tell him, in Return for Trifles offer d, 
] give him This; and when a Perſian Arm(Gives him a Bow. 
Can thus with Vigor its Reluctance bend, 
And to the Nerve its ſtubborn Force ſubdue; 
Then let his Maſter think of Arms — but bring 
More Men than yet e er pour d into the Field; 
Mean time, thank Heavens our Tide of Conqueſt drives 
A different Way, and leaves him ſtilla Ki 
This to the Perſian I receive the reſt, 
And give the World an Anſwer. [Ex. Zuſiris. 
Miandane 
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Mandane, attended by Prieſts and her Virgins, is ſeen ſacri. 
ficing at 3 Diſtance. 
A Hymn to is is ſung, the Prieſts go out. 
Mand..ne, attended by ber Maids advances, 
Mand. My Morning Du: y to the Gods is over, 
Yer ſtill this Terror hangs upon my Soul, 
And ſaddens every Thought | (till beho'd 
The dreadful Lmage, ſtill the threat'ning Sword 
Points at my Brealt, and glitters in mine Eye. 
But twas a Dream, no more. My Virgins leave me. 
And thou great Ruler of the World be preſent ! 
O kindly ſhine on this : mportant Hour 
This Hour determines all my tuture Life, 


9 
And gives it up to Miſer y, or Joy. (She advance., 


Theſe lonely Walks, this deep, and ſolemn Gloom, 
W here Noon- day Suns but glimmer to the View, 
This Houſe of Tears, and Manſion of the Dead, 
For ever hides him trom the hated Light, 
And gives him leave to groan. 
Back Scine draws, and ſhews Memnon leaning on his E 
ther's Tomb. 
Was ever Scene 
So mournful! if, my Lord, the Dead alone 
Are all your Care, Life is no more a Bleſſing, 
How cou'd you ſhun me tor this diſmal Shade, 
And ſeek from Love a Refuge in Deſpair ? 


Mem, Why haſt thou brought thoſe Eyes to this fad} 


Where darkneſs dwells, and grief wou d figh ſecure (place 
In welcome Horrors, and beloved Night ? - 

Thy Beauties drive the friendly Shades before them, 
Andlight up Dayeven here, Retire, my Love, 

Each joyful Moment I would ſhare with thee, 

My virtuous Maid, but I wou'd mourn alone. 

Man. What have you found in me ſo mean, to hope 
That, while you figh, my Soul can be at Peace ? 
Your Sorrows flow from your Mandane's Eyes. 

Aem. O my Mandane! 

Man, Wherefore turn you from me? 

Have | offended, or are you unkind ? 
Ah me! ASight as ſtrange, as pitiful ! 
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from his big Heart o'ercharg'd with generous Sorrow, 
gte the Tide working upward to his Eye, 

And ſtcaling trom him in large ſilent Drops, 

Without his Leave can thoſe Tears flow in vain ? 

Mem. W hy will you double my Diſtreſs, and make 
My Grief my Crime, by diſcompoſing you? 

And yet I can't torbear! Alas! my Father ! 
That Name excuſes all what is not due 
To that great Name, which Life or Death can pay? 

Man. Speak on, and eaſe your labour ing Breaſt it ſwells, 
And ſinke again, and then it ſwells fo high, x | 
It looks as it would break. 1 know tis big - 
With ſomething you would utter. Ofr in vain | 
I have preſum'd to ask your mournful Story; $14 
But ever have been anſwer' d with a Frown, | it | 

| 


LG 


» FF Mem, Oh my Mandane! did my Tale concern 
My ſe t alone, it wou'd not lie conceal'd ; 
But tis wrapt up in Guilt, in Royal Guilt, 
And therefore 'tis unſafe to touch upon it. 
. „, To tell my Tale, is toblow off the Aſhes 
„From ſleeping Embers, which will riſe in Flames 
At the leaſt Breath, and ſpread Deſtruction round; 
But thou art faithful, and my other ſelf ; 
| And oh! my Heart this Moment is fo full, 
lt burſts with its Complaint; and I mult ſpeak. 

| Myris the preſent Queen, was only Siſter 
te fol Of great Artaxes, our late Royal Lord: 

es Buſtris, who now reigns, was firſt of Males 
(Place ju ſineal Blood, to which this Crown deſcends. 
| (Not with long Circumſtance to load my Story) 
: Ambitious Myris fir d his darling Soul, 
And turn'd his Sword againſt her Brother's Life: 
Then mounting to the Tyrant's Bed and Throne, 
Enjoy d her Shame, andtriumph'd in her Guilt. 
* Man, So black a \tory well might ſhun the Day. 
Mem, Aytaxes' Friends (a virtuous Multitude ) 

Were ſwept away by Baniſhment or Death 
In Throngs, and ſated the devouring Grave, 
My Father — Think, Aandane, on your own, 
And pardon me! [ Weeds. 
From | The 
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The Tyrant took me, then of tender Years, 
And rear'd me with his Son (a Son fince dead) 
He vainly hop'd by ſhewsot guilty Kindneſs, 
To wear away the blackneſs of his Crime, 
And reconcile me to my Father's Fate; 
Hence have I long beentorc'd to ſtay my Vengeance, 
To ſmooth my Brow with Smiles and curb my Tongue, 
While the big Woe lies throbbing at my Heart. 
Enter Pheron at a Diſtance. 


And watch my Rival's Fate, 

Mem. But thou, my Fair, 
Thou art my Peace in Tumult, Life and Death, 
Thou yet can'ſt make me bleſt, 

Mand. As how, my Lord? 

Mem. Ah, why wilt thou inſult me ? | 

Mand. Memnon—— 

Mem. Speak. 

Mand. Nature forbids, and when I wou'd begin, 
She ſtifles all my Spirits, and I faint : 


Pher. So cloſe! ſo loving! here 1 unſeen, | 
C4 


My Heart is breaking, but I cannot ſpeak. 
O let me fly— > 

Mem. Y ou pierce me to the Soul. [ Holding 

M and. O ſpare me for a Moment, till my Heart 
Regains its wonted Force; and | will {j 
Pheron, you know, is daily urgent with me, 
Breaks thro' Reſtraints, ard will not be refus d. 

[ Pheron ſhews a great C 

Yet more the Prince, the young impetuous Prince, 
Before his Father ſent him forth to War, 
And gave the Mede to his deſtructive Sword, 
Has often taught his Tongue a ſilken Tale, 
Deſcended from himſelf, and talk'd of Love, 
Since laſt I ſaw thee, hislicentious Paſſion 
Has haunted all my Dreams. 
This Day the Court ſhines forth in all its Luſtre, 
To welcome her returning Warrior home ; 
Alas the Malice of our Stars! 

Mem. To place it 
Beyond the power of Fate to part our Loves, 
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ze this our Bridal Night, my Lite. my Soul! [Emb, 
Pher. Perdition ſerze them both / and have I lov'd 

80 long, to catch her inanother's Arms:. 

Another's Arms tor ever! Oh the Pang 

Heart piercing Sight but Rage ſhall take its Turn, 

It ſnall be ſo and let the Crime be his 

Who drives me to the black Extremity ; 


I fear no farther Hell than that 1 feel. [Exit, 


Mem. Trembling 1 thee, and my anxious Heart 
Is till in doubcif I may * mine. F 
O Bliſs too great! O paintul Extaſic ! 
I know not what to utter. 
Mand. Ah my Lord! 
What means this Damp, that comes athwart my Joy, 
C—_ thus the lightneſs of my Heart? 
I have a Father, and a Father too 
Tender as Nature ever framd.— His Will 
Should be conſulted. —. Should I touch his Peace, 
I hould be wretched in my Memnon's Arms. 
Mem. Talk not of Wretchednels. 
Mand. Alas this Day | 
Firſt gave me Birth, and (which is ſtrange to tell) 
The Fates Cer ſince, as watching its Return, 
Have caught it as it flew, and mark'd it 
With ſomething Great, Extremes of Good or Ill. 
Mem. Why ſhould we bode Misfortune to our Loves! 


No, I receive thee from the Gods in Lieu 


Of all that Happineſs they raviſh'd from me; 
Fame, Freedom, Father, all return in thee, 
— — N 

never v ve pour d ſuch Vengeance on me, 
They meant me thee, 5 could not be ſevere. 
Soon as Night's favourable Shades deſcend, 
The holy Prieſt ſhall join our Hands for ever, 
And Lite ſhall prove but one long Bridal-day, 
Tillthen, in Scenes of Pleaſure loſe thy Grief. 
Or ſtrike the Lute, or ſmile among the Flowers, 
They'll ſweeter ſmell, and tairer bloom for thee. 
Alas! I'm torn from this deartender Side, 


By weighty Reaſons, and important Calls, 


Nay 
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Nay even by Love it (elf I quit thee now, 
But to deſerve thee more. [They embr 
Mand. Your Friends are here. [ Exit, 


Mem. Excellent Creature! how my Soul pants for thee 
But other Paſſions now begin their Claim, 
Doubt, and Diſdain, and Sorrow, and Revenge, 
With mingling Tumult tear up all my Breaſt: 

O how unlike the Softneſſes of Love! 
Enter Syphoces. 8 

7 Hail, worthy Memnon. 

em. Welcome my Syphoces. 
And much I hope thou bring'ſt a bleeding Heart 
A Heart that bleeds for other's Miſeries, 
Bravely regardleſs ot its own, tho' great, 
That firſt of Characters. 

Syph. And there's a ſecond, 

— far behind, to reſcue the diſtreſs d, 

ie. 

Mem. Les die; and viſit thoſe brave Men, 
Who, trom the firſt of Time, have bath d their Hands 
In Tyrant's Blood, and graſp'd their honeſt Swords | 
As Part of their own Being, when the Cauſe, 

The publick Cauſe — Sy Oh my Friend ! 
How long ſhall Egype groan in Chains? how long 
Shall her Sons tall in Heaps without a Foe? 

No War, Plague, Famine, Nothing but Buſiris, 
His People's Father! and the State's Detence ! 
Yet but a Remnant of the Land ſurvives. 

Syph. What Havock have I ſeen? have we not known 

A Multitude become a Morning's Prey, 

When troub!'d Reſt, ora Debauch has ſowr'd 

The Monſter's Temper : then tis inſtant Death; 
Then fall the brave and good, like ripen'd Corn 
Before the {weeping Scythe, not the poor Mercy 

To ſtarve, and pie at Leiſure in their Chains. 
But what freſh Hope, that we receive your Summons 


Mem. Know Syphoces, 
*T was on this Day my warlike Father's Blood 
So often laviſh'din his Country's Cauſe, 
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ly fold for Conqueſt, and Renown; 
| — chi execrable Day it low'd 
On his own Pavement, in a peacetul Hour, 
Smoak'd inthe Duſt, and waſh'd a Ruffian's Feet. 
This guilty Day returning, rouzes all 
My imother d Rage, and blows it to a flame. 
Where are our other Friends ? 
Syph. At Hand, Rameſes, 
Laſt Night when gentle Reſt o'er Nature ſpread 
Her ſtill Command, and Care alone was waking, 
Like a dumb, lonely diſcontented Ghoſt, 
Enter'd my Chamber, and approach'd my Bed; 
With Burits of Paſſion, and a Pealof Groans 
He recolle&s his Godlike Brother's Fate, 
Thedrunken Banquet, and the Midnight Murder, 
And urges Vengeance on the guilty Prince. 
Such was the Fellneſs ot his boiling Rage, 
Methought the Night grew darker as be frown'd, 
Mem. I know he bears the Prince moſt deadly Hate: 
But this will enter deeper in his Soul, {Shews a Letter, 
And rouſe up Paſſions, which till now have ſlept: 
Murder willlook like Innocence to This. 
Syph. How Memnon ? 
Mem. This reminds me of thy Fate; 
The Queen has courted thee with proffer'd Realms, 
And ſought by Threats to bend thee to her Will; 
She languiſhes, ſhe burns, ſhe waſtes away 
In fruitleſs Hopes, and dies upon thy Name. 
Syph. Oh fatal Love! which ſtung by Jealouſie, 
Expell'd a Life fardearer than my own 
By curſed Poyſon Ah Divine Apame! 
And cou'd the Murdreſs hope ſhe ſhou'd inherit 
This Heart, and fill thy Place within theſe Arms? 
But Grief ſhall yield Revenge, I'm wholly thine, 
Mem. The Tyrant too is wanton in his Age, 
He ſhews that all his Thoughts are not in B'ood ; 
Love claims its ſhare; he envies poor Rameſes 
The ſoftneſs of his Bed; and thinks Amelia 
A Miſtreſs worthy ot a Monarch's Arms. 


Syph- 
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Syph. But ſee, Rameſes comes, a ſullen Gloom 
Scouls on his Brow, and marks him through the Dusk. 
Enter Rameſes, Pheron, and other Conſhirators, 
Mem. To what my Friends ſhall Memnon bid you W 


come ? 
To Tombs, and melancholy Scenes of Death ? 


I have no coſtly Banquets, fuch as ſpread [To Ram; 


Prince Myron's Table, when your Brother fell, 

I have no gilded Roof, no gay Apartment, 

Such as the Queen prepard for thee, Syphoces 

Vet be not diſcontent my valiant Friends, 

Buſiris reigns, and tis not out of Seaſon 

To look on ought may mind us of our Fate : 

His Sword is ever drawn, and furious Myri⸗ 

Thinks the Day loſt that is not mark d with Blood. 
Ram. And have we felt a Tyrant twenty Years, 

Felr him as the raw Wound the burning Steel, 

And are we murmuring out our Midnight Curſes, 

Drying our Tears in Corners, and complaining, 

Our Hands are forfeited. Gods! Strike them off} 

No Hands we need :o faſten our own Chains, 

Our Maſters will do that ; and we want Souls 

To raiſe them to an Uſe more worthy Men, 
Mem. Ruffles your Temper at Offences paſt ! 

Here then, to ſting thee into Madneſs. 

Gives the Letter. Rameſes read 
Ram. Oh? 


Syph. See how the ſtruggling Paſſions ſhake his Frame 
Ram. My Boſom Joy, that crowns my happy Bed 

With tender Pledges of our mutual Love, 

Far dearer than my Soul / and ſhall my Wife, 

The Mother ot my little Innocents, 

Be taken from us! Torn from me / from mine 

W ho live but on her fight ! and ſhall I hear 

Her Cries tor Succour, and not ruſh upon him ? 

My Intant hanging at the N eck upbraids me, 


N 


And ſtruggles with his little Arms to ſave her. | 


Theſe Veins have ſtill ſome generous Blood in ſtore, 
The Dregs of thoſe rich Streams his Wars have drain d; 
I give't in Dowry with her. 4 

Phil. 
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Pher. Well reſolv'd: 
A taruy Vengeance ſhares the Tyrant's Guilt. 


And doſt diidain the Coldneſs of Delay. 
Curic on the Man that calls Rameſes Friend, 
| And keeps his Temper at a Tale like this; 
When Rage and Rancor are the proper Virtues, . 
And loſs of Reaſon is the Mark of Men. 
Mem. Thus Fvedetermin'd; when the Midnight hour 
Lulls this proud City, and her Monarch dreams 
Of humble Foes, or his new Miſtreſs' Love, 
Then we will ruſh at once, let looſe the Terrors 
Of rage pent in, and ſtruggling twenty Years 


To find a Vent, and at one dreadtul Blow 


Begin, and end the War. 
A mare auſpicious Juncture cou'd not happen. 
The Perſian, who for Years has join'd our Counſels, 
Stirr'd up the Love of Freedom, and in private 
Long nurs'd the glorious Appetite with Gold, 
This Morn with Tranſports ſoatch'd the wiſh'd Occaſion 
Of throwing his Reſentment wide, and now 
 Hefrowns in Arms, and givesth' Event to Fate. 
Ram. This Hand ſhail drag the Tyrant from his Throne, 
And ſtab the Royal Victim on this Altar. 
| Pointing to the Tom6. 


2 | Mem. Oh juſtly thought! Friends, caſt your Eyes a- 


Tame! 


ed 


ind: T 


| round, 
All that moſt awtul1s, or great in Nature, 
This ſolemn Scene preſents; the Gods are here, 


And here our fam'd Foretathers ſacred Tombs ; 


Who never brook'd a Tyrant in this Land. 

Let us not act beneath the G. and Aſſembly ! 

Tae {lighted Altars tremble, and thoſe Tombs 
Sen forth a Peal of Groans to urge us on. 

Come then, ſurround my Father's Monument, 
And call his Shape o witneſs to your Vows, 
Kam. Nor his alone Oh all ye mighty Dead! 
TTuſtrious Shades Who nightly (talk around 

be Tyrant's Couch, and ſhake his guilty Soul: 


Pha Whether already you converſefvith Gods, 


| Or 
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Or ſtay below in melancholy Glooms, 
From Earth, from Air, from Heaven, and from Hell, 
Come, 1 conjure you, by the Priſoner's Chain,. 
The Widow's Sighing, and the Orphan's Tears, 
T The Virgin's Shrieks, the Hero's ipouting Veins, 
| By Gods blaſphem'd, and Free-born Men enſlav'd. 

Mem. Hear, ove, and you moſt injur'd Hero's, heu, 
While we o'er this thrice ballow'd Monument 
Thus join our Hands, and kneeling to the Gods, 
Faſt bind our Souls to great Revenge ! 

All. We ſwear. 
by. Mem. This Night the Tyrant and his Minions bleed, 
487 And Flames ſhall lay thoſe Palaces in Duſt, 
| 
ö 


. Whoſe gilded Domes now glitter in the Sun. 
1518 Pher, So now, my Foe is taken in the Toil, 

41 And I've a ſecond Caſt for this proud Maid | 

alt It is an Oath well ſpent, a Perjury | 


Ot good Account in Vengeance, and in Love. ik 


Mem. We wrong the mighty Dead, if we permit 
Our Eyes alone to count this grand Aſſembly, 
A thouſand unſeen Heroes walk us, 
My Father riſes from his Tomb, his Wounds 
Bleed all afreſh, and conſecrate the Day; 
He waves his Arm, and chides our tardy Vengeance, 
More than this World ſhallthank us. O my Friends! 
Such our Condition, we have ht to loſe, 
Ard great may be our Gain, it this be great, 
Tocruſha Tyrant, and preſerve a State. 
To ſtill the Clamours of our Father's Blood, 
To fix the Baſis of the ick Good, | 
To leave a Fame eternal, then to ſoar, | 
Mix with the Gods, and bid the World adore. 


AC 1 | 
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ACT II. SCENE I. 
SCENE, The Palace. 


A magnificent Throne diſcovered, and ſeveral Conrtier: 


walking to and fro. 


Enter Syphoces and Rameſes. Shouts at a diſtance. 
Ram. WII means this Duſt, and Tumult in the 


Court, 
Theſe ſtreamers fooling in the Wind, theſe Shouts; 
The Tyrant blazin in full Inſolence, 
And all his gaudy Courtiers basking round him 
Like poiſonous Vermin in a Dog+day Sun? 
= Your Father and Prince Myron are arriv'd,. 
with one Peal of Joy the Nation rings. | 
Ram. Long has my Father ferv'd this tyrant King, 
With Zeal well worthy of a better Cauſe ; 
Though with his Helm he hidesa hoary Brow, 
Long vers'd in Death, the Father © Field, 
At the ſhrill Trumpet, be throws off the weight 
Of fourſcore Years, and ſprings upon the Foe. 


* 


The Tranſport, Danger gives him, conquers Nature, 


And a ſhort Youth boils up within his Veins. 
Syph. Behold, this way they paſsto meet the King. 


Myron and Nicanor paſs theStage with Attendants. 


Ram. What Pity tis that one ſo loſt in Guilt, 
Should thus engage the Sight with Manly Charms, 


And make Vice lovely? ( Looking on Miron. 


Syph. Pardon me, Rameſes : 


| Though to my Foe, I muſt be ever juſt, 


He's generous, grateful, affable, and brave : 
But then he knows no Limit to his Paſſion ; 
The Tempeſt beaten Bark is not ſo toſs d, 
As is his Reaſbn, whenthoſe Winds ariſe : 


And tho' hedraws a fatal Sword in Battle, 


And kindles in the warm Purſuit of Fame, 
Pleaſure ſubdues him quite, the ſparkling Eye, 
| B 2 | 


And Ke 
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And generous Bowl bear down his graver Mind, 
Whi'e fiery Spirits dance along his Veins, 
And keepa conſtant Revel in his Heart. 
Ram. But hear, the Tyrant comes! with what Exceſ 
Ot id:c Pride will he receive hi Son? 
How withbig Words will he {well out this Conqueſt, 
And into Grandeur puff his little Tales. 
Enter King and aſcends the Throne; on the other ſide enter 
Myron and Nicanor. 
King. Welcome, my Son, great Partner of my Fame, 
I thank thee for th? Increaſe ot my Dominions, 
That now more Monntains riſe, more Rivers flow, 
And more Stars ſhine in my ſtill growing Empire. 
The Sun himſelt ſurveys it not at once, 
But travels for the View, wh Iſt far dis join d, 
y Subjects live unheard of by each other; 
heſe wrap's in Shades, while thoſe er joy the Light; 


| heir Day is various, but theic King the ſame. 


Ayr, Here, Sir, your Thanks are due; to this old Arm, 
Whoſe Nerves not threeicore W inter Camps unbend, 
You owe your Victory, and I my Life. 

When my fierce Courſer, with a Javelia ſtung, 

Firſt rear'd in Air, then _— with a Bound 

The trembling Earth, plung'd deep amidſt the Foe; 
And new a thouſand Deaths from every Side, 

Had but one Mark, and on my Buckler rung; 
Through the throng'd Legions like a Tempeſt ruſh'd 
This Friend, o'er gaſping Heroes, rolling Steeds, 
And inatch'd me from my Fate, 

Buſ. | thank thee, General, 

Thou haſt a Heart that (wells with Loyalty, 

And throws off the Infection of theſe Times; 

Bur thy degenerate Boy 

Nic, No more my Son, 

I cut him off, my Guilt, my Puniſhment. 

Look not, dread Sir, on me through his Offence ; 
Oh let not that d ſcolour all my Service, 

And ruin thole who blame him for his Crime! 

54. Old Man, I will not wear the Crownin van, 
Subjects ſpall work my Will, or feel my Pow'r, | 


Their! 


} 


| And then attend us on Affairs ot State. 
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heir Diſobedience ſhall not be my Guilt; 

Who is their Welfare, Glory, and Defence? 

The Land nat yieſis them Food, and every Stream 
That flakes their Thirſt, the Air they breath is mine. 
And is Concurrence to their own Enjoyment, 


Zy due Submiſſion, a too great Return? 


Death and Deſtruct ion are within my Call 
But thou ſhalt flouriſh in thy Maiter's Smile. 


A faithful Miniſter adorns my Crown, 


And throws a brighter Glory round my Prow. 

Nic, Take but one more, one {mall one to your Favour, 
And then my Soul's at Peace I havea Daughter, 
An only Daughter, now an only Child, 

Since her loſt Brother's Folly ; ſhe deſerves 

The moſt a Father can tor io much Goodneſs : 
Her Mother's dead, and we are left alone, 
Wetwo are the whole Houle, nor are we two, 
In her I live, the comfort of my Age; 

And it the King extends his Grace to far, 

And take the tender Bloſſom into ſhelter, 

Then I have all my Monarch can beſtow, 

Or Heav'n itſelf, but this, that I may wear 

My Lite's poor Remnant out in your Command; 
Stretch forth my Being to the laſt in Duty, 

And when the Fates ſhall ſummon, dye for you. 

Buſ. Nicanor, know, thy Daughter is our Care. 

Myr. Oh, Sir, be greatly kind, exert your Pow, 
And with the Monarch furniſh out the Friend! 

Art thou not he, that Gallant-minded Chicf, (To Nicanor. 
Who wou'd not ſtoop to give me leſs than Life? 

And ſhall l proveungratetul? Shocking Thought! 

He that's ungratetul has no guilt but one, 

All other Crimes may paſs for . irtuesin him. 
Nic. What Joy my Daughter's promiſs d Welfare gives 
My Lips I need not open to diſcover (mc, 

Thus humbly let me thank you. 

Bu. Dry thy Tears, 

And foliow us; thy Daughter's near our Queen, 
And longs, no doubt, to feethee ; bleſs the Maid, 


B 3 I hear 
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I hear there's Treaſon near us; though the Slaves 
Fail off from their Obedience, and deny 

That l'm their Monarch, Pm Brſrris ſtill. 

Collected in my ſelf, I'll ſtand alone, 

And hurl my Thunder, tho' I ſhake my Throne: 
Like Death, a ſolitary King I'll reign, 

Oer ſilent Subjects, and a Deſart Plain; | 
Her brook their Pride; I'll ſpread a general Doom, 
And every Step ſhall be from Tomb to Tomb. [Exit, 

Myr. aud Aul. who talk'd aſide, advance. 
Myr. Her abſent Beauties glow'd upon my Mind, 

And ſparkled in each thought. She never left me 
Wouv'dſt thou believe it? In the Field of Battle, 

In themid Terror, and the Flame of Fight, 

Mandane, thou haſt ſtol'n away my Soul, 

And left my Fame in Danger My rais d Arm 

Has hung in Air; forgetful to deſcend, 

And for a Moment ſpar'd the proſtrate Foe.— 

Oh that her Birth rpſe equal to my own ! 

Then I might wed with Honour, and enjoy 

A lawful Bliſs —and why not now? Methinks 
Abſence has plac'd her ina fairer Light, 
| Enrich'd the Maid, and heighten d every Charm. 


» 
Aul. She comes, 


Myr. That modeſt Grace ſubdu'd my Soul, 
That Chaſtity of Look, which ſeems to hang 
A Veil of pureſt Light o'er all her Beauties, 
And by forbidding, moſt enflames Deſire. 
Enter Mandane. - 
W hat tender Force ! what Dignity divine! 
What Virtue conſecrating every Feature 
Around that Neck, what Droſs are Gold and Pearl! 
Mandane ! powerful Being! whoſe firſt Sight 
Gives me a Tranſport not to be expreſa d; 
And with one Moment over- pays a Year 
Of Danger, Toil and Death, and Abſence trom thee: 
AMangd. My Lord, I fought my Father. 
Myr. Leave me not, 
I've much to ſay, much more than I conceive 


Yes, by the Gods, much more than I can utter. 


ce. 


, 


. 
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My Breath is ſnatch'd, I tremble, I expire. [ Aſide. 


Nay, here I'll offer tender Violence Takes her Hand. 
May I not breath my Soul upon this Hand, 
When your Eyes triumph, and inſult my Pain? 
Permit me here to take a {mall Revenge. 
Mand. My Lord, I am not conſcious of my Fault. 


Myr. Tis falſe -I know the Language ot thoſe Eyes, 
They uſe me ill — ſee my Heart beat, Mandaze ; 


Believe not me, but tell your ſelf my Paſſion —— 

Is it in Artto counterfeit within ? 

Todrive the Spirits, and inflame the Blood ? 

Each Nerve is pierc'd with Lightning from your Eye, 


And every Pulſe is in the Throbs of Love. 


Mand, My Lord, my Duty calls, I muſt not ſtay, 
Myr. Give mea Moment: I have that toſpeak _ 
Will burſt me, if ſuppreſt Oh heavenly Maid ! 
Thy Charms are doubled; ſo is thy Diſdain 
Who is it ? Tell me who enjoys thy Smile, 

There isa happy Man; I ſwear there is ; 
I know it by your Coldne's to your Friend 
That Thought has fix'd a Scorpion on my Heart, 
That ſtings to Death aud is it poſſible 
You ever ſpokeof Myron in his Abſence, 
Or caſt, at leiſure, a light Thought that way? 
Mand. I thought ot you, my Lord, and ot my Father, 
— for your Succeſs; nor muſt l now 
Neglect to give him Joy. 
Myr. Vet ſtay, you ſhall not go Ungrateful Woman 
Iwould not your Father; butby Heaven, 
His Love is Hatred, if compar'd withmine. 
Iunderſtand whence this unkindneſs flows ; 
Your Heart reients ſome Licence of my Youth, 
When Love had touch'd my Brain. You may forgive me. 
Becauſe I never ſhall forgive my {elf ; 
But that you live; 1'd ruſh upon my Sword. 
If you forgive me, I ſhall now approach, 
Not as a Lover only, but a Wretch 
Redeem'd from Baſeneſs to the Ways of Honour, 
And to my Paſſion join my Gratitude: 
Each Time l 2 I ſhall riſe 
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As well a better, as a happier Man, 
Indebted to your Virtue, and your Love. 
AMand. I muſt not hear you. 
Myr. Oh tor ment me not! 
Hear me you muſt, and more Your Father's Valour, 
In the late Battle, reſcu'd me from Death: 
And how ſhall I be gratetul . Thov'rt a Princeſs; — 
Think not, Mandane, this a ſudden Start, 
AFlaſh of Love that kind es and expires : 
Long have I weigh'd it, ſince parted hence, 


And mix'd with every Dream, My Fair, 1 wed thee 
In the matureſt Council ot my Soul, 

Mand. Oh Gods! I tremble at the riſing Storm; [ Ae 
Where can this end ? 

Myr. And do you then deſpiſe me? 

Mand. My Lord, 1 want the Courage to accept | 
What tar tranicends my Merit, and for ever 
Muſt ſilently upbraid my little Worth. 

Myr. Have | torſook my ſelf, forgone my Temper 
Headlong to all the gay Delights of Youth, 
And fali'n in Love with Virtue moſt ſevere? 
Turn d ſuperſtitious to make thee my Friend? 
Gods! have I ſtruggled thro? the powerful Reaſons 
That ſtrongly combated my fond Reſolves; 
Was Wealth v'erlook'd, and Glory of no Weight, 
My Parent's Crown forgot, and my own Conqueſts, 
And all to be retus d? to ſooth your Pride, 


A 

| T 

No Night has pais'd, but this has broke my Reſt, A 
A 
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Mand. With Patience hear meyꝗꝛ [x 

Nor let my Truſt in Myron prove my Ruin. 

Myr. Diſtraction! Art thou marry d? 

Mand. Oh! 
Ayr. My Heart foretold it. Ah my Soul! Aul- 
Aul. Madam, tis prudent in you to withdraw 

[ Exit Mand. 

Myr. I donot live I cannot bear the Light 

Where is Mandaze? but I would not know. i 
She is not mine Let tho not mine in Love, 

Revenge, 
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A No, I'll tear her from him, 


| Shall then my Slave enjoy her? and I languiſh 
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evenge, my juſt Revenge may overtake her. 
— 4 5 12 let me know her Faults: 
Did the proud Maid inſult me in Diſtreſs? 
And ſmue to ſee me gaſping ? ſpeak Auletes. 
Did ſhe not ſigh? ſure ſhe might pity me, 
Though all her Love is now another's Right. 
Aul. She ſigh d, and wept ; but I remov'd her from you. 
Myr. It was well done Yet I could gaze for ever. 
And did ſhe figh? and did ſhe drop a Tear? 
The Tears ſhe ſhed for me, are ſurely mine; 
And ſhall another dry them on thoſe Cheeks, 
And make them an Excuſe for greater Fondneſs ? 
Shall 1 aſſiſt the Villain in his Joys ? 


Id grudge her Beauties to the Gods that gave them. 
Aul. My Lord, have temper. 

Myr. Andanother's Paſſion, 14 

Warm on that Lip! another's burning Arms W438: 0 

Strain d round the lovely Waſte, for which I die, 

And ſhe conſenting, wooing, growing to him ! 

| What golden Scenes, when abſent, did | feign ? 

What lovely Pictures did I draw in Air? 
What Luxury of Thought! and ſee my Fate! 
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In my triumphal Carr, my Foot on Purple, 
And o'er my Head a Canopy of Gold, 

Fate in my Nod, and Monarchs in my Train? 
What if 1 ſtab him? No. She will not wed 


— 
5 
— 1 


— 


| And have I loſt by Conqueſt ? fly Awletes, 
And tell her N 


| The Queen approaches. Ha! her 


His Murtherer.— I never form'd a Wiſh, 
But full Fruition taught me to forget it. 
And am I leflen'd by my late Succeſs : 


Aul. What my Lord ? 
Myr, No, bid her 
Aul, Speak. 

Myr. | know not what My Heart is torn aſunder. 
Aul. Retire, my Lord, and re-compole your ſeit, 
m ſwells, 


Exis Myron. 
Her 
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Her pale Lips tremble, a diſorder'd Haſte 
Is in her Steps; her Eyes ſhoot gloomy Fires. 
When Myris isin Anger, happy they 
She calls her Friends. 
| Enter Queen. 
. Auletes, where'sthe King? 
Aul. At Council, Madam. 
ween, Let him know I vvant him. [ Exit Auletes, 
Baſe! to forget to whom he owes a Crown ! 
Fool! to provoke her Rage whoſe Hand is red 
In her own Brother's Blood ! 
Enter King and Pheron. 

King. Horrid Conſpiracy ! 

Pher. This Night was deſtin'd for the bloody Deed, 

King. Miſtaken Villains if they wiſh my Death, 
They ſhould in Prudence lay their Weapons by, 
So jealous are the Gods of Egypt's Glory, 


I cannot dye whilſt Slaves arearm'd againſt me. 


Haſte, Pheron, to the Dungeon, plunge them down 
Far from the Hopes of Day, ho — lye 
Baniſh'd this World, while, yet alive, and groan 

In Darkneſs and in Horror. let double Chains 
Conſume the Fleſh of Memnon s loaded Limbs, 

Till Death ſhall knock them off —A King's thy Friend; 


Nay more, Buſiris. Go, let that ſuffice. (Exit Phe, 


Queen. My Lord, your Thought's engag'd. 
= Aﬀairs of 83 | 
Detain'd me from my Queen. 

Queen. The World may wait. 

I've a Requeſt, my Lord. 

King. Oblige me with it. 

Queen. Will you comply? | 

King. My Queen, my pow'r is your's, 
Queen ? | 


ween. Your 


King. M een. 
— pry it ſhould be ſo 


Then fign theſe Orders for Amelia's Death. 
He ſtarts, turns pale, he's ſinking into Earth. 
Enough; be gone, and fling thee at her Feet; 
Doat on my Slave, and ſue to her for Mercy. 
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Go, pour forth all the Folly ot thy Soul; 
But bear in Mind, thou giv'ſt not ot thy own, 
Thou giv ſt that Kindneſs which I bought with Blood, 
Nor _ — unmov d. 
King. I wiſh, my Queen, 
This till had flepr a Secret tor thy Sake; 
But ſince thy reſtleſs Jealouſy of Soul 
Has been ſo ſtudious of its own Diſquiet 
rt it, as you ma I own I've felt 
Amelia's Charms, and think them worth my Love. 
Veen. And dar'ſt thou bravely own it too? Oh Inſult, 
Forgetful Man! *tis I then owea Crown! 
Thou had'ſ ſtill grovell'd in the lower World, 
And view*'d a Throne at Diſtance; had not I 
Told thee thou waſt a Man, and (dreadful Thought !) 
Thro my own Brother cut thy Way to Empire, 
But thou might ſt well 1 a Crown beſtow'd, 
That Gift was ſmall. : liſten d to thy Sighs, 
And rais'dthee to my Bed. 
Ling. I thank you for it. 
The Gifts you made me were not caſt away; 
I underftandtheir worth; Husband and King 
Are Names of no mean Import, they riſe high 
Into Dominion, and are big with Power auamm_m_ 7 
Whate'er I was, Inow am King of Egype, 
And Myris Lord. 
Queen. I dream! art thou Buſiri:? 
Duſiris, that has trembled at my Feet, 
And art thou now my Jove with clouded Brow, 
| Diſpenſing Fate, and looking down on Myris ? 
Do'ſt thou derive thy Spirit from thy Crimes? 
"Cauſe thou haſt wrong d me, therefore do'ſt thou threaten 
And roll thine Eye in Anger? Rather bend, 
And ſue for Par Oh deteſtable 
Burn for a s Bed. 
| King. And what was mine? 
When Alyris firſt vouchfat'd to ſmile on me ? 


Thou art not only Criminal, but Baſe. 
Mine wasa Godlike Guilt, Ambition in it, 
Its 


Aween. Diſtraction: Death! upbraided for my Love; 
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Its Foot in Hell, its Head above the Clouds ; 
For know, I hated when I moſt careſs d: 
Tas not Buſiris, but the Crown that charm'd me, 
And ſet its xe ary. ayer to my Heart: 
But thou canſt foil thy Diadem with Slaves. 
King. Syphoces is a King then. 
ueen, Ha“ 


King. Let fair Amelia know the King attends her. 


Ex 

Queen. Go, Tyrant, go, and wiſely by thy Shame, 
Prepare thy Way to Ruin, II! overtake thee, 

Living or dead; if dead, my Ghoſt ſhall riſe, 
Shriek in thy Ears, and ſtalk before thy Eyes: 
In Death I'll triumph o'er my Rivals Charms, 
And chill thy Blood, when claſp'd within her Arms; 
Alone to ſuffer is beneath the Grear. 
Tyrant thy Torments ſhall ſupport my State. 
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ACTI. SCENE I. 
SCEN E. The General's Houſe. 


- . — the King. tl 
King. RE dwells my ſtubborn Fair, III ſooth 
- HF Pride, , 
And lay an bumbled Monarch at her Feet. 
But let her well conſider if ſhe's flow 
| | To welcome Bliſs, and dead to Glory's Charms, 
| Then my Reſentment riſes in Proportion 
4 To this high Grace extended to my Slave, 
And turns the Force of her own Charms againſt her: 
Monarchs may court, but cannot be deny'd. y 
| 44 Enter theQueen veiled. 
ö Amelia, dry thy Tears, and ay aſide 
1 That melancholy Veil Ha, Myris? 
Queen, Myris. 
A Name that ſhould like Thunder ſtrike thine Ear, 
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And make thee tremble in this guilty Place: 

But wherefore do'ſt thou think I meet thee here, 

Not with mean Sighs, and deprecating Tears, 

To humble me before thee, andencreaſe 

The number of thy Slaves, in hope to break 

Thy Reſolution, and avert thy Crime ; 

But to denounce, it thou ſhalt dare perſiſt, 


| The Vengeance due to injur'd Heav'n, and me; 


And by this Warning double thy Offence : 
Think, think of Vengeance, tis the only Joy 
Which thou haſt left me; Vam no more thy Wife, 
Nor Queen; but know, Iam a Woman till. 
Enter Auletes. 
Aul. May all the Gods watch o'er your Lifeand Empire, 
And render Omens vain / ſo fierce the Storm, 
Old Memphis from her deep Foundation ſhakes, 
And ſuch unheard- of Prodigies hang o'er us, 
As make the Boldeſt Trembe: See the Moon 
Robb'd of her Light, diſcolour'd without Form, 
Appears a bloody Sign, hung out by Fove 
To ſp-ak Peace with the Sons of Men: 
The Nile, as frighted, ſhrinks within its Banks, 
And as this Hour I paſt Great Ii Temple, 
A ſudden Flood of Lightning ruſh'd upon it, 
And laid the Shrine in Aſhes. 1 OS . 
King. Oh Mighty Iſs ! | 


th be Why all theſe Signs in Nature? why this Tumult 


To tell me I am guilty? it my Crown 
The Fates demand, Hs let — take it back. 
My Crown indeed i may reſign; but Oh 
Who can wake the Dead ? | 
"Tis hence theſe Spectres ſhock my midnight Thoughts, 
| And Nature's Lawsare broke to diſcompoſe me; 
Ti I that hurl theſe Hurricanes in Air, 
And ſhake the Earth's Foundations with my Guilt. 
h Myrrs, give me back my Innocence? 

ween, I bou ght it withan Empire. 
ing. Cheap'y ſold! 


Why did'ſt thou urge my lifted Arm to ſtrike 
The pious King, when my own Heart recoil'd * 
neon. 
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Way did ield wh a W 
Queen. Why did you yie enur 11 


You chat are vain of your ſuperior 
And ſwell with the Prerogative of Man ? 
If you ſucceed, our Counſel is of ht; 
You own it, not accepted, tho enjoy'd; 
But ſteal the Glory, and deny the Favour ; 
Yet if a fatal Conſequence atterid, 
Then we're the Authors, then your treackerous Praiſe 
Allows us Senſe enough to be condemn'd. 
King. Tis prudent to diflemble with her Fury, 
And wait a ſotter Seaſon for my Love. 
Bid Ii Prieſts attend their King's Devotions, 
I'll ſooth with facrifice the angry Pow'rs; 
Switt to my Dungeons, bid their dark ſome Wombs 
Give up the numerous Captives of my Wats, 
Ten thouſand Lives to Heay'ri devoutly pour, 
Nor let the ſacred Knife grow cool from Blood, 
Till ſeven · told Nile infected with the Stain, 
In all his Streams flows Purple to the Main. (EA 
ween, Thin Artifice! I know the Sacrifice 
You moſt intend— But I will daſh your Joys; 
Thou, Victim, and thy Goddeſs feel me. 
Aul. Madam, the Prince. 
een. And is he ſtill aflited ? - 
Aul. It grieves your faithtul Servant to relate it 
He ſtruggles manfully; but all in vain; 
Sometimes he calls in Muſick to his Aid, 
He ftrives with Martial Strains to fire his Blood, 
And rouſe his Soul to Battle 
Then he relapſes into Love again, 
Feeds the Diſeaſe, and doats upon his Ruin. 
Queen. Why ſeeks he here the Cauſe of all his Sorre 
Aul. He ſeeks not here Mandane, but her Father; 
For Friendſhip is the Balm of all our Cares, 
Melts in the Wound, and ſottens ev'ry Fate. 
( Martial 
Enter Myron at 4 Diſtance. 


Qreen. Heavens? what a Glory blazes from his Eye | 


W hat Force! what Majeſty in every Motion, 
As at each Step he trod upon a Foe ? | 
Myr. O that this Ardor wou'd for ever laſt! 
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Eye! 


But this has broken in on my Intent 
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conquer'd Kingdoms are before me, 
„and launch the whiſtling Spear, 


Bound o'er the Mountains, plunge into the Stream, 


Where thickeſt Faulchions gleam, and Helmets blaze, 

Ruſh in, and find Amuſement trom my Pain, 

Ill aumber my own Heart among my Foes, 

And conquer it, or die. (Exit, 
ween. The Thoughts of War | 

Will ſoon diſlodge the Fair One from his Breaſ. 


1 wou'd remind thee of my late Commands. 
Aul. Madam, tis needleſs to remind your Slave: 
At dead of Night I'll ſet the Priſoners free. 


Queen. Yes, ſet the Priſoners free,--'tis great Revenge, 


Such as my Soul pants after It becomes me. 
Oh it will gall the Tyrant! Stab him home, 
And if one ſpark of Gratitude ſurvives, 

Soften Syphoces to my fend Deſire. 

The Tyrant's Torment is my only Joy, 
YeGods! orlet me periſh, or 7 

Or rather both; for what has Life to boaſt 
When Vice is taſteleſs grown, and Virtue loſt / 
Glory and Wealth, I call uponin vain, 

Nor Wealth nor Glory can appeaſe my Pain; 
Myevery Joy upbraids me with my Guilt, 

And Triumphstell me facred Blood is ſpilt. 


(Exir Queen 
| Enter Myron. | 
Myr. The ſhining Images ot War are fled, 
The fainting Trumpets iſhin mine Ear, 
The sfurPd, and all the prightly Blaze 
Of burniſh'd Armour, like the ſetting Sun, 
Inſenſibly is vaniſh'd from my Thought; 
No Battles, Siege, or Storm, ſuſtain my Soul 
In wonted Grandeur, and fill out my Breaſt ; 
But Softneſs ſteals upon me, melting down 
My rugged Heart in Languiſhment and Sighs, 
And — it out at my Mandane's Feet. | 
I ſee her even this Moment ſtand before me, 
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Too fair for Sight, and fatal to behold, | 
I have her here, I claſpher in my Arms; | 
And in the Madneſs of exceſſive Love | 
Sigh out my Heart, and bleed with Tenderneſs. | 

Aul. My Lord, too much you cheriſh this Deluſion; | 

She is another's . | 
Ayr. Do not tell me ſo. 

Say at her ſheisdead ; each heav'nly Charm 

Turn'd into Horror! Oh th: Pain of Pains 

Is when the fair One, whom our Soul is fond of, 

Gives Tranſport and reccives it from another 

How does my Soul burn up with ſtrong Deſire, 

Now ſhrink into it ſelt ! now blaze again 

I'll rear and rend the Strings that tye me to her; 

It I ſtay longer here I am undone. 

As he is going, Enter Nicanor. (fafe 
Nic. My Prince, (and fince ſuch Honours you vouch- 

My Friend, I have preſum'd upon your Favour ; 1 

This is my Daughter's Birth day, and this Night 5 

I dedicate to Joys, whichever languiſh, 

b If you refuſe to crown them with your Preſence. | # 
Myr. Nicanor, 1 was warm on other Thoughts. | 
Nic. Iam ſtill near you in the Day of Danger, 

In toilſome Marches, and the bloody Field, - 

When Nations againſt Nations claſh in Arms, ( 

And halfa People in one Groan expire ; | 

Why am I, with your Helmet thrown aſide, 

off, and uſcleſs in the Hour of Peace? 8 
Myr. Since then you preſs it, I muſt be your Gueſt... 

Methinks I labour as I onward move, 

As under Check of ſome controuling Power. (Aſide. 

What can this mean? Wine may relieve wy Thoughts, 

And Mirth and Converſe lift my Soul again. (Exeunt. 

Ihe baCk Scene draws and ſhews a Banquet. Enter 
Mandane richly dreſs'd. 
Mand. It was this Day that gave me Life, this Day 

Shou'd give me much more, ſhou'd give me Memnon too; 

But I am rival'd by his Chains, they claſp 

The Hero round, (a cold unkind Embrace!) 

And but an Earneſt of far worſe to come. 
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While he, my Soul, in Dungeon Darkneſs clos d, 
Breaths damp unwholſome Steams, and lives on Poiſon, 
I am compell'd to ſuffer Ornaments, 
To wear the Rainbow, and to blaze in Gems, 
To put onall the ſhining Gilt of Dreſs, 
When tis almoſt a Crime that I ſtill live. 
Theſe Eyes, which can't diſſemb e, pouring forth 
The dreadful Truth, are honeſt ro my Heart. 
Theſe Robes, O Memnon, are Mandane's Chains, 
And load, and gal', and wring her bleeding Heart. 
(Exit Mandane. 
Enter Myron, Nicanor, Auletes, Cc. They take their Places; 
Nie. Sound louder, ſound, and waft my Wiſh to Hea- 
Hear me ye righ:e us Gods, and grant my Prayer, (ven. 
For ever ſhine propitious on my Daughter, 
Pro: ect her, proſper her, and when I'm dead. 
Still bleſs me in Mandane's Happineſs; — 
(The Bowl goes rownd. Muſick, 
Haſte, call my Daughter; none can taſte of Joy, 
Till ſhe, the Miſtreſs of the Feaft, is with us. 
A Servant brings Nicanor a Letter, he reads it, 
The King's Commands at any Hour are welcome. 
Myr. Not leave us, General ? 
Nic. Ha the King here writes me, 
The diſcontented Populace, that held 
O'er Midnight Bowls their deſperate Cabals, 
Are now in bold Defiance to his Power. 
Amid the Terrors of this ſtormy Night, 
Even now they delugeall yon weſtern Vale, 
And form a War, impatient for the Day. 
The ſpreading Poiſon too has caught his Troops, 
And the revolting Soldiers ſtand in Arms, 
Mix'd with ſeditious Citizens. 
Myr. Your Call is great. 
Enter Mandarie. Myron ſtarts from his Seat in diſorder. 
Mand. Oh Memnon ! How ſhall I become a Banquet, 
Suppreſs my Sorrow, and comply with joy ? 
Severeſt Fate / Am I denied to grieve ? ( Aſide. 
Nic. Be comforted, my Child, I'll ſoon return. 
Why doſt thou make me 8 ? I feel my Tears 


Run 
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Run trickling down my Cheek. 
Myr. | muſt away: 
Her {miles were dreadful, but her Tears are Death, 
I can no more: I fink beneath her Charms, 
And feel a deadly Sickneſs at my Heart. 
(Ale to Auletes 
Nic. Your Cheek is pale, I dare not let you part, 
You are not well 
Myr. A (mall Indifpofition, - 
I ſoon ſhall throw it from me: Farewel General; 
Conqueſt attend your Arms, 
Nic. You ſhall not leave 
Your Servant's Roof, tis an unwholſome Air, 
And my Apartment wants a Gueſt. 
Mir. Nicanor , 
If Healthreturns, I ſhallnot preſs my Couch, 
And hear of diſtant Conqueſts; but o'ertake thee, 
And add new Terrors to the Front of War. 
Nic. Mean time, Vou are a Guardian to my Child, 
Let her not miſsa Father in my Abſence, 
She's all my Soul holds dear. 
Both. Farewel, Farewel. ( Embractt. 
Nicanor waits on Myron off the Stage, and return 
Nic. My Child, I feel a tenderneſs at Heart 
I never telt before; come near, Mandane, 
Let me gazeonthee, and indulge the Father. 
Thy dying Mother with her Clay-cold Hand 
Preſs'd mine, then turning on thee her faint Eye, 
Let fall a Tear of Fondneſs, and expir'd. 
I cannot love thee well enough, her Grace 
Softens thy Cheek, and lives within thine Eye, 


Let me embrace you both my Heart o erflows.— 
It 1 ſhould Fall — Thy Mother's Monument ——— | 
But I ſhall kill thy Tenderneſs No more, 


— 
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Nay, do not weep, | ſhall return again, 

And with mydeareſt Child ſit down in Peace, 

And long enjoy her Goodneſs, 
Mund. If the Gods 

Regard your Daughter's fervent Vows, you will. 
Ne. Farc wel my only Care, my Soul is with thee, 
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d your (elf, and you Remember me. (Exeunt. 

— Enter Myron and Auletes. 

Myr. No Place can give me Eaſe, my reſtleſs Thoughts, 
Like working Billows in a troubled Sea, 
Toſs me to and fro, nor know 1 whither. 
What am I, _ ＋ where indeed. 
But let me pauſe, my felt again 
If lam well — ogevgans Bly Sg  — 
My Heart leaps up, my mounting Spirits blaze ; 
My Soul is in a Tempeſt of Delight! 

Aul. My Lord, you tremble, and your Eyes betray 
Strange Tumults in your Breaſt, | 

Myr. What Hour of Night? 

Aul. 4 — the Night's far ſpent. 

Myr. The Gates are barr d, 


And all che Houſhold is compos d to Reſt ? 


Aul. All: And the great Nicanor's own Apartment, 
Proud to receive a Royal Gueſt, expects you. 
Myr. Perdition on thy Soul for naming him. 
Nicanor ! Oh I never ſhall fleep more! 
Defend me! Whither wander'd my bold Thoughts ! 
Broke looſe from Reaſon, how did they run mad! 
And now they are come home, allarm'd with Stings, 
And pierce my bleeding Heart. 
I beg the Gods to diſappoint my Crime, 
= almoſt wiſh them deaf * my Deſire; 
long, repent; repent, and long again, 
And on Moment differs trom he laſt 
I muſt no longer parley with Deſtruction. 
Auletes, \eize me, force me to my Chambet, 
There chain me down, and guard me from my ſelf, 
Hell riſes ineach Thought, tis time to fly. (Exeunt. 
Enter Mandane and Rameſes. 
Ram. I hope your Fears have given a falſe Alarm. 
Mand. You've heard my trequent Viſions of the 


Jou know myFather's Abſence, Myron's Paſſion ; (Night, 


Juſt now I met him, at my Sight he ſtarted, ; 

Then with ſuch ardent Eyes he wonder'd o'er me, 

And gaz'd with ſuch Malignity ot Love, 

Sending his Soul out to 4 in a Look, 5 
2 by 
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So fiercely kind, I trembled, and retired. 
Ram. No more; my Friends (which as I am inform'{ 

The Queen to gall the Tyrant has ſet free) 

Are lodg'd within your Call, the appointed Signal, 

It Danger threatens, gy them to your Reſcue. 
Mand. Where are they 
Ram. In the Hall bencath your Chamber. 

Memnon alone is wanting; He's providing 

For your Eſcape betore the Morning Dawn; 

The reſt in Vizors, tearing to be known, 

Have ventur'd thro' the Streets for your Protection. 
Mand. Auſpicious Turn / then I again am happy. 
Ram. Auſpicious Turn indeed! and what comp 

The Happinets, the baſe Man that be:cay'd us, 

This Arm laid low : 1 watch'd him from the King, 

I took him warm, while he with lifted Brow 

Conteſs'd high Thought, and triumph'd in his Mein, 

I thank'd him with my Dagger in his Heart. 

"Tis late, refreſh your ſelf with Sleep, Mandane. 

[Exit Mandane, 

So, tis reſolv d, if Myron dares attempt 

So black a Crime, it juſtifies the Blow ; 

Hedies, and my poor Brother's Ghoſt ſhall ſmile. 

This Way be bends his Steps, I hate his Sight, 

And ſhall, till Death has made it lovely to me. [ Exit, 

Enter Myron and Auletes. 

Oh how this Paſſion like a Whirlpool drives 

With giddy, rapid Motion round and round, 

I know not where, and draws in all my Soul! 

I reaſon much; but reaſon about her, 

And where ſhe is, all Reaſon dies before her; 

And Arguments but tell me I am conquer'd. 

So black the Night, as it no Star e er ſhone 

In all the wide Expanſe, the Light'ning's Flaſh 
But ſhews the Darkneſs, and the burſting Clouds 
With Peals of Thunder ſeem to roek the Land: 
Not Beaſts of Prey dare now from Shelter roam, 
But howl in Dens, and make the Foreſt groan, 
W hat then am I? a Monſter yet more fell, 
Than haunts the Wilds: — I am, and threaten more: 
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My Breaſt is darker than this dreadful Night, 
And feels a fiercer Tempeſt rage within ——— 
I muſt—.I will — this leads me to her Chamber —— 
Did not the Raven croak ? [Starting . 
Aul. 1 hear her not. 
Myr, By Heav'n, methinks Earth trembles under me 
Awake, ye Furies, you are wanting to me, 
O finiſh me in Ill, O take me whole; 
or Gods confirm me Good, without Allay, 
Nor leave me thus at Variance with my ſeit, 
Let me not thus be daſh'd from ſide to tide. 
The old Man wept at parting, kneeVa betore me, 
Confided in me, gave her to my Care, 
Nor long ſince fav'd my Lite and doubt I till? 
I'm guilty ot the Fact, here let melye, 
And rather groan for ever in the Duſt 
And float the Marble Pavement with my Tears, 
Than riſe into a Monſter. LFliags himſelf down. 
Mandane paſſing at a diſtance, ſpeaks to 4 Servant. 
Mand. Well oblerve me. 
Before the riſing Sun my Lord arrives, 
To ſeal our Vows, the holy Prieſt is with him; 
Watch to receive them at the weſtern Gate, 
And privately conduct them to my Chamber [ Lxeunt. 
Myr. ſtarting up Oh Torment / Racks! and Flames! 
then ſhe expects him 
With open Arms! Am l caſt out for ever, 
For ever muſt deſpair, unleſs I ſnatch 
The preſent Moment? She is all prępar d, 
Her wiſhes waking, and her Heart on fire / 
That pow'rful Thought ſweeps Heav'n anq Hell before it, 
And lays all open to the Prince of Egypt; 
Born to enjoy whatever he deſires, 
And fling Fear, Anguiſh, and Remorſe behind him. 
I fee her midnight Dreſs, her flowing Hair, 
Her ſlacken'd Boſom, her relenting Mien; 
All the forbidding Forms of Day flung off 
For yielding Sottneſs Ah I'm all Confulion / 
I ſhiver in cach Joint . Ah! ſhe was made 
To juſtify the blackeſt * and gild 
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Ruin and Death with her deſtructive Charms. 
Aul. You'll force hertben ? 
Myr. Thou Villain but to think it, 


No, I'll ſolicit her with all my Pow 'r, 


Conqueſt and Crowns ſhall ſparkle in her ſight, 
If ſhe Conſent, thy Prince is bleſs d indeed, 
Takes W ing, and tow'rs above Mortality : 
It ſhe reſiſt, lll put an End to Pain. 
And lay my breathleſs Body at her Feet. 
Mandane paſſing at a diſtance to her Chamber, Myron 
meets her. 
Mand. Is this well done, my Lord? 
Myr. Condemn me not 
Before you hear me; let this Poſture tell you, 
I'm not ſo Guilty as perhaps your Fears, 
Your commendable, modeſt Fears ſuſpect: 
Nay, do not go, you know not what you do; | 
I wou'd receive a Favour, not conſtrain it; 
Return, or good Nicanor, beſt of Fathers, 
Shall charge you with the Murder ot his Friend. 
Man. And dare you then pronounce that ſacred Name, 
And yet perſiſt! Were you his mortal Foe 
What cou'd your Malice more? 
Myr. Oh Fair Mandane! 
I know my Fault, I know your Virtue too, 
But ſuch the Violence of my Diſorder, | 
That I dare tempt even you: Methinks that Guilt 
Has ſomething lovely which proclaims your Power. 
But touch me witk your Hand, 1 die with Blifs. 
Why iwells your Eye? By Heav'n I'd rather fe 
All Nature m.ourn, than you let falla Tear. 
Iown I'm mad, but I am mad ot Love: 
You can't condemn me more, than I my ſelf, 
In that we are agreed, agree in ll. 
Condemn, but pity me, retent, but yield; 
For oh, I burn, I rave, | die with Love! 
Mand Oh Sir* 
Myr. Nuy, do nat w.ep fo, it wi kil me: 
This Moment, white | ſpcak, my Eye- ae wen 
i cannot fee thee, and my trembling Limb 
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Refuſe to bear their Weight; all left ot Life 
Is that I Love, it Love was in our Power 
The fault were mine, ſince not, you muſt comply. 
How God-like to beſtow more heav'nly Joys 
Than you can think, and l ſupport, and live? 

Mand. Oh, how can you abuſe your ſacred Reaſon, 
That Particle ot Heav'n, that Soul of Jove, 
To varniſh o'er and paint ſo black a Crime 
Oh Prince / _— 

Myr. What ſays Mandane? 

Mand. Sir, obſerve me, 
My burſting Sighs, and ever ſtreiming Tears; 
Your noble Nature has with Pity ſeen; 
But wou'd they not work deeper in your Soul, 
Were you convinc'd my Sorrows flow for you. 
For you, my Lord, they flow, for am fate, 
(1 know you are ſurpriz d) they flow for you. 
Myron, my Father's Friend, my Prince, my Gueſt. 
Myron, my Guardian God, attempts my Peace, 
And need | further Reaſon for theie Tears? 
Nature affords no Obje& of Concern 
So great, as to behold a Mind, 
Driven by a ſudden Guſt, and daſh'd on Guilt ......- 
'Tis baſe, you ought nor; tis imprafticable ; 
You cannot Make Neceſlity your Choice; 
Nor let one Moment of defeated Guilt, 
Of fruitleſs Baſeneſs, overthrow the Glory 
Your whole [lluſtrious Lite has dearly bought 
In toilſome Marches, and in Fields of Blood. 

| Enter Auletes and Servants. 

Aul. My Lord, your Life's beſet; che Room bencath 
Is throng'd with Ruffians, which but wait the Signal 
Toruſh, and ſheath their Daggers in your Heart. 

Myr, Betray'd ! curſt Sorcereſs, it was a Plot 
Concerted by them all to take my Life, 
And this the Bait to tempt me to the Foil, 
She d es — 

Aul. No, firſt Enjoy, then Murder ber — 
Truſt to my Conduct, and you ſtill are ſate. 
They allare Mask d, I have my Vizor too, 
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But Time is ſhort ; tor once confide in me, 
You, Sir, for ſafety, fly to your Apartment; ¶ to the Prince. 
You hear Mandane to her Cloſet——You { To Servants, 
Speed to the Southern Gate, and burſt it open. | 
( As the Servants ſeize Mardane, ſhe gives the Signal. 
She is born off. 
Enter Rameſes and Conſpirators mask'd. 
Ram. The Villain fled ; Perdition intercept him / 
Diiperſe, fly ſeveral ways, let each Man bear 
A ſteady Point well levell'd at his Heart; 
It he eſcape us now, Succeſs attend him, 
May he tor ever Triumph ! 
As they paſi the Stage in Confuſſon, Auletes enters Mask 'A 
among them. 
Aul, Ha! Why halt you / | 
Purſue, purſue, e en now law the Monſter, 
Th: Villain A/yron, with theſe Eyes I aw him 
Bearing his Prize ſwift to the Weſtern Gate : 
There, there it burſt. [ 4 Noiſe without, 
All. Away, purſue. 
Aul. Tis done. [ Without, 
Advance the Maſſey Bar, and all is ſafe; 
Stand here, and with your Lives defend the Paſs. 
Enter Myron. 
Myr. I ſhall atleaſt have time for Vengeance on her, 
And then I care not if I die. Barbarians ! 
Their Swords are pointed at my Lite ! Tis well! 
But I will give them an Excuſe for Murder, 


Such, ſuch a Cauſe Oft Love, and ſoft Compaſſion; 


Harden each Sinew of my Heart to Steel. 
Il do, what done, will ſhock my ſelf, and thoſe, 
Whom Time ſets fartheſt from this dreadful Hour, 
Enter Mandane forc'd in by Auletes. 
Mand. By all the Pow'rs that can revenge a Falſhood, 
I'm innocent from any Thoughts of Blood. 


Myr. Why then your Champions lerein Arms? "Tis 
e 


Aland. Ah let my Life ſuffice you for the Wrong 
You Charge upon me! Oh my Royal Maſter! 


| | 


My fafety from all Ill! my great Defender ! 
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Or did my Father but inſult my Tears, 

And give me to your Care to ſuffer orgs 

Kill me, but not your Friend, but not my Father; 

He loves us both, and my ſevere Diſtreſl 

Will ſcarce mote 7 W ound him than your Guilt, 

Myron walks pa ffionately at a diſtance. 
Myr. Slaves, are you ſworn againſt me ? Stop her 
Voice 

And bear her to my Chamber, 

Mand. Oh Sir! O Myron! 


| Behold my Tears — here I will fix for ever 


Vilclaſp your Feet — and grow into the Earth, 
O cut me, hue me. give to every Limb 
A ſeparate Death but ſpare my ſpotleſs Virtue, 
But ſpare my Fame — You wound to diſtant Ages 
And thro all Time my Memory will bleed: 
Myr. Diſtraction! all the Pains of Hell are on me! 
( 4s Servants force in Mandane, 
Mand. Oh Memnon'!—_Oh my Lord my Life! 
here art Thou? (She is w__ 
Myron expreſſes ſudden Paſſion and Surprize, ſtands awhi 
fixed in Aſtoniſhment, then ſpeaks. 
Myr. As many Accidents concur to work 
My Paſſions up to this unheard of Crime, 
As if the Gods deſigned it be it then 
Their Fault, not mine Memnon! ſaid ſhe not Memnen ? 
My Heart began to er, but tis over 
Heavꝰn blaſt me it I thought it 
could be ſtill more curſt That hated Dog, 
Her Lord, her Life; -I thank her for my Cure, 
Of all Remorie; and Pity ; This has left me 5 
Without a Check, and thrown the looſen d Reins 
On my wild Paſſion to ruſn headlong on; 
And in her Ruin quench a double Fire, 
The blended Rage of Vengeance and of Love. 
Deſtruction Fallot Tranſport! lo Icome, 
Swift on the Wing, to meet my certain Doom: 
I know the Danger, and I know the Shame; 
But like our Phcenix, in fo rich a Flame 
Iplunge Triumphant my devoted Head, 
And doat on Death in that Luxurious Bed. - ACT 
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1 


ATN. SCENE L 


Exter Myron in the utmoſt Diſorder, bare-headed, without 
Light, &c. Wallis diſturbedly before he ſpeaks. 


Myr. Þ_JEnceforth let no Man truſt the firſt falſe Step 
Of Guilt, it hangs upon a Precipice, 

Whoſe ſteep Deſcent in laſt Perdition ends! 

How far am | plung'd down beyond all Thought 

Which I this Evening fram'd !_— But be it fo, 

Conſummate Horror! Guilt beyond a Name! 

Dare not, My Soul, repent; in thee Repentance 

Were iecond Guilt, and thou blaſphem'ſt juſt Heav'n, 

By hoping Mercy. Ah! my Pain will ceaſe 


When Gods want Pow'r to puniſh — Ha! the Dan 


Riſe never more, O Sun! let Night prevail, 
Eternal Darkneſs cloſe the World's wide Scene, 
And hide me trom Nicanor, and my ſelf. 

| Enter Auletes. 
Who's there? 


Aul. My Lord? 

Myr. Auletis? 

Aul. Guard your Life; 
The Houſe is rouz d, the Servants all alarm'd, 
The gliding Tapers dart from Room to Room; 
Solemn Con and a trembling Haſte 
Mixt with pale Horror, glares on every Face: 
The ſtrengthened Foe has ruſh'd upon your Guard, 
And cut their Paſſage thro* them to the Gate, 
Implacable Rameſes leads them on 
Breathing Revenge, and panting for your Blood. 

Myr. Why, let them come, let in the raging Torrent, 
I wiſh the World would riſe in Arms againſt me, 
For I muſtdye, and I would die in State. 


The Doors are burſt open, Servants paſs the Stage in Tumult, 
Rameſes, c. purſes Myron's Guards over the Stage. 


then Rameſcs andSyphoces enter meeting. 
Ram. Where's the Prince? pk. 
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Syph. The Monſter ſtands at Bay, 
We can no more than ſhut him from Eſcape 
Till further Force arrive. 

Ram. O my Syphoces ! 

Syph. This is a Grief, but not for Words. 
Does ſhe ſtill live? 

Ram. She lives but oh how bleſt 
Arethey which are no more! by Stealth I ſaw her, 
Caſt on the Ground in Mourning Weeds ſhe lies, 
Her torn and looſen'd Treſſes thade her round, 
Throꝰ which her Face, all pale as ſhe were dead, 
Gleamslikea fickly Moon; too great her Grief 
For Words or Tears! but ever and anon 
Atter a wage ay * Calm, . L 
Collectin Breath, , lon uppreſs 
She ſobs Go Soul out in a Nw. Ger: [> 
So fad, it breaks the Heart of all that hear, 

And ſends her Maids in Agonies away. 
Syph. Oh Tale, too mourntul to be thought on! 


Kam, Hold 
phoces, 
v 


No, let her Virgins weep, forbear 
Tear out an Eye, but damp not our Revenge, 


Dit patch your Letters; I'll go comfort her. 


[ - Servant ſpeaks aſide to Rameſes. Exit Syphoces. 
And has ſhe then commanded none t'approach her, 
I'm ſorry for it. but I cannot blame her. 
Such is the dreadful 11}, that it converts 
All off r'd Cure into anew Diſeaſe, 
It ſhuns our Love, and Comfort gives her Pain. 
Re-enter Syphoces. 
Syph. Your Father is return d; redundant Nile, 
Broke from its Channel, overſwells the Pals, 
And ſends him back to wait the Water's Fall. ; 
Ram. And is he thenreturn'd ? 1 tremble for him, 
I ſee his white Head rolling in the Duſt, 
Burt haſte, it is our Duty to receive him, Exit. 
Enter Myron. | 
| Myr. I feel a Pain ot which I am not worthy, 
A Pain, an Anguiſh, which the honeſt Man 
Alone deſerves. Is it not wond'rous ſtrange, EY 


—— — 


— OO” 


X j 4 - Þ , 
— * — 
— - = — - 
22 = — 7 — — * # .- 2 — 
* 
- - 2 ” ww” 7, © \ 18 1 = 
—_ — — * I 9 - 
— — — —— — — 8 S : 
- * . * - — „ 
A A. - r —— 1 * . 
— — — * — 
- —— G - * 
_ ͤ—— * — * — —— — _ ' a 
. bs — * — 2 
4 a * * 8 
2 
—— — . — - 9 
© — . 
2 —„- " * = —_ = 4 © 
- - - -_ : — 7 L — . 
"= . . Y A ” — — — wy — — 1 
2 . > Wo; „ 283 * 8 1 bs 
4 4 N 5 N G * * > 


- — » —— — — own el . — 


" 
bit. 
"7 
| 
/ 
4 
[3 x : 
1:8 | 
i 1 
1.88 15 
i. : of 
N 4 
. N 
it V. 
1 1 
1 11 
4 
l 


= 


— 


* 


3 


For thus provok d, Ill do my 


44 BUSIRIS 


That I who ſtabb'd the very Heart of Nature, 
Should hgve ſurviving ought of Man about me ? 
And yet I know not how, of Gratitude 
And Friendſhip (till the ſtubborn Sparks ſurvive, 
And poor Nicanor's Torments pierce my Soul. 
Confafion ! he's return'd. 

Enter Nicanor. 
(Advancing to embrace, 


[Turning aſide, and hiding his Face, 
Nic, I interrupt you. 
Myr. 1 hadthee there [Smit ing his Breaſt, 
Before thou cam'ſt, my Thoughts were bent upon thee. 
Nic. Oh Sir, you are too kind! 
' Myr. Death! Tortures ! Hell! [ Aſede, 
Nic. What ſays my Prince: 
Myr. A ſudden Pain, 
To which I'm ſubje&, ſtruck a croſs my Heart 
Tis paſt, I'm well again. 
Nic. Heav'n guard your Health. 
Myr. Do'ſt Thou then wiſh it? 
Nic. Am then diſtruſted ? 
Then when I fav'd your Life, I did the leaſt 
Leer wou'd do to ſerve you. 
Myr. Barbarous Man! 


[ Starting, 


Nic. My Prince 
Myr. My Friend 


Nic. What have I done, my Prince, which way offend- | 
Has not my Life, my Soul, been yours? (ed? 


Myr. Oh! Oh! 


Nic. — I'm wrong'd, ſpeak, and l' clear my 


. Takes him by the hand, 
Myr. I'm Poiſon and Deſtruction, curſe the Gods, 
I'll kill thee in Compaſſion O my Brain! 
Away, away, away. Sho ves him from him, going. 
Nic. Do, kill me, Prince 
You ſhall not go, I do demand the Cauſe, 
Which has put forth thy Hand _ thy Father? 
ſelf the Juſtice, 
To tell thee Youth, that I deſerve that Name, 
Nor have thy Parents lov'd thee more than Il. 
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Myr. I hear them, they are on me Looſe thy hold» 
Or I will plant my Dagger in thy Breaſt. 
Nic. Your Dagger's needleſs !.. Oh ungrateful Boy! 
Myr. Forgive me, Father, oh my Soul bleeds for thee. 
| [ Embraces. 
As he is going out, Auletes meets him, and ſpeaks to kim aſides 
What, no Eſcape? on every Side inclos'd! 
Then I reſolve to periſh by his Hand, 
Tis zuſt I ſhould, and meaner Death I ſcorn. ® 
But how to work him to my Fate, to ſting 
His Paſſion up ſo high, will be a Task, 


To me ſevere, as difficult and ſtrange, 


Support me, cruel Heart, it muſt be done. LAide. 
Nic. Now from my very Soul, I cannot tell 
But tis Enchantment all, tor Things fo _ 
Have happen'd, I might well diſtruſt my Senſe; 
But if mine Eyes are true, I plainly read 
A Heart in Anguiſh, and I muſt confeſs 
Your Grief is juſt.-—- It was inhuman in you. 
But tell the Cauſe, unravel from the Bottom 
The Myſtery that has embroil'd our Loves, 
(For ſtill, my Prince, I love, fance you * ) 
What Accident depriv d me of my Friend, 
And loſt you to your ſelt? 
Myr. A Traytor's Sight. 
Nic. Beneath my Roof? 
Myr. Beneaththy very Helmet : 
Thou art a Traytor. Guard thy ſelf. [ Draws. 
Nic. Diſtraftion! 
Traytor !—— For ſtanding by your Father's Throne; 
And ſtemming the wild Stream that roars againſt it, 
Ot Rebel Subjects, and of Foreign Foes? 
For training thee toGlory and to War ? 
For taking thee from out thy Mother's Arms, 
A mortal Child, and kindling ia thy Sou) 
The noble Ardors of a future God ? 
Farewe], I dare not truſt my Temper more. 
Myr. Grey-headed, venerable Traytor! 
Enter Rameſes. 
Ram. Ha! 
Turn, 
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Turn, turn, Blaſphemer, and repreſs thy Taunts; 
All Provocation's needleſs but thy Sight, 
[ He aſſaults the Prince, Nicanor hinders him 

Nic. Forbear, my Son. 

Nic. Forbear! 

Nic. If Iam calm, 
Your Rage ſhould ceaſe. 

Ram. No, tis my own Revenge, 

Unleſs, Sir, you difown me for your Son. 

Nic. Thy Sword againſt thy Prince? 

Ram. A Villain. | 

Nic. Hold: | 

Ram. The worſt of Villains. 

Nic. 'Tis too much. 

Ram. Oh Father 

Nic. What wou'dſt thou? 

Ram. Sir your Daughter. 

Nic. Rightly thought; 
She beſt can comfort me in all my Sorrows 1 
Call, call Mandane; to behold my Child 
Wou'd cheer me inthe Agonies of Death; 
Call her, Rameſes.— Am I diſobey d? 


Ram, Oh, Sir! 
Nic. What mean thoſe Tranſports of Concern ? 


Ram, Thangh I'm an Outcaſt from your Love weep, | 


To open yout black Scene ot Miſery. 
Nic. where will this end Oh my foreboding Heart 
Nam. Should he, to whom, as to a God, at parting, 
You gave, with ſtreaming Eyes your Soul's Delight, 
While yet your laſt Embrace was warm about him, 
Gloomy and dreadfulas this ſtormy Night, 
Ruſh on your Child, your Comfort, your Mandane, 
All ſ{w.et, and lovely as thebluſhing Morn, 
Seize her by Force, now trembling, breathleſs, pale, 
Proſtrate in Ange. tearing up the Earth, 
i mploring ſhrieking to the Gods and you, 
Oh hold my Brain! Look there, and think the reſt. 


Ihe back Scene opens. A darken'd Chamber, a Bed and the | 


Curtains drawn. Women paſs out —— 
falls back on Rameies. paſe ont weeping, 1canor 


Nic | 
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Nic. Is't poſſible! My Child My only 
Daughter ! 
The Growth of my own Life! That ſweeten'd Age 
And Pain Oh Nature bleeds within me! 
Mand. Weep not, my Virgins, ceaſe your uſeleſs Tears, 
Kindneſs is thrown away upon Deſpair, 
And but provokes the Sorrow it wou'd caſe. 
Nic. Aſſiſt me forwards. 
Mand. Moſt unwelcome News ! 
Is he return d? The Gods ſupport my Father. 
Ino begin to wiſh he lov'd me leſs. 
Nic. There, there ſhe pierc'd the very tender'ſt Nerve: 
She pities me, dear Babe, ſhe pities me: 
Through all the raging Torturesof her Soul 
She feels my Pain! But hold, my Heart, to thank her, 
Then burſt at once, and let the Pangs of Death 
Put Myron from my Thought. TGoes to her. 
Mand. Severeſt Fate 
Has done its worſt. I've drawn my Father's Tears. 
Nic. Forbear to call me by that tender Name; 
Since I can't help thee, 1 wou d fain forget 
Thou art a Part of me it only ſharpens 
Thoſe Pangs, which, if a Stranger, I ſhould feel. 
Oh ſpare me, my Mandane; to behold thee 
In ſuch Exceſs of Sorrow, quitedeſtroys me, 
And I ſhalldye, and leave thee Unreveng'd. 
Mand. Oh, Sir, There are Misfortunes molt ſevere, 
Which yet can bear the Light, and well ſuſtain d 
Adorn the Sufferer. But this Afflict on 
Has made Deſpair a Virtue, and demands 
Urter Extinction, and eternal Night, 
As Height of Happineſs. [Scene ſhats on them. 
Enter Syphoces. 
Ram, Oh my Syphoces. 
Syph. And does this move you. does this melt you down; 
And pour you out in Sorrow ? then fly far, 
E're Memnon comes; he comes with fluſhing Check, 
And beating Heart, to bear a Bride away, 
And bleſs his Fate; how dreadtully deceiv'd! 
Ram, The melagcholy Scene at length begins. 
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Enter Memnon. 


Mem. Oh, give me leave, 
To yield to Nature, and indulge my Joy, 
My Friend! My Brother ! Othe Ex — 
That fires my Veins, and dances at my Heart ! 
You love me not, if you refuſe to joyn 
In all the juſt Extravagance, and "light 
Of boundleſs Tranſport on this happy Hour. 
W here is my Soul, my Bliſs, my fo Bride! 
Call, call her torth; O haſte, the Prieſt expects us, 
And every Moment is a Crime to Love. 

Ram. Speak to him. Prithee ſpeak [To Syph, 

Syph. By Heav'nl cannot. 

Mem, W hat can this mean? 

Ram. Syphoces. 

Syph. Nay, Rameſes. 

Mem. By all the Gods, they ſtruggle with their Sorrows, 
And {wallow down their Tears to hide them from me, 
By Friendſhip's ſacred Name, I charge you, ſpeak. 

[ They look on him with the utmoſt Concern, and go out on 

| — — Sides of the Stage. 
Was ever Man thus left todreadful Thought, 

And all the Horrors ot a black Surmiſe! 

What Woe is this too big to be expreſs d ? 

Oh my fad Heart! Why bod'ſt thou fo ſeverely ? 
Mandane's Life's in Danger! There indeed; 
Fortune, I fear thee ſtill; her Beauties arm thee, 
Her Virtues make thee dreadful to my Thought, 
But for wy Love how I cou d laugh at Fate? 


Enter a Servant, and gives him a Paper. He reads, 
Enter Rameſes, Memnon ſwoons and falls on Ram. 


Ram. Twere happy if his Soul wou'd ne'er return ; 
The Gods may till be merciful in this 
His lids begin to riſe How fares my Friend ? 
Mem. Did Myron feel my Pangs, you'd pity him. 


Enter 
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| Enter Syphoces. 
Syth. Fainting beneath th Oppreſſion of her Grief, 
This way Man ſeeks the freſher Air: 
Let us withdraw ; twill pain her to be ſeen, 
And moſt of all by you. 
Mem, By my own Heart, 
I judge, and am convinc'd—. I dare not ſee her, 
The Sight would ſtrike me dead. | 
[A. Memnon is going, Mandane meets him; both ſtart back, 
ſhrieks. Memnon recovers himſelf and falls at her 
Knees, embracing them; ſhe tries to diſengage, he not 
permitting, ſhe raiſes him, he takes her paſſionately in 
his Arms. Thiy continue ſpeechleſs and motionleſs ſome 
Time. | 
Ram. Was ever mournful Iriterview like This? 
See how they writhe with Anguiſh ! hear them groan! 
See the large ſilent Dew run trickling down, 
As from the weeping Marble; Paſſion choaks 
Their Words, and they're the Statues of Deſpair. 
Mem. Oh my Mandane ! 
At this ſhe violently breaks from him, and Exit. 
But one Moment more; 
[4s Memnon is following, Rameſes holds him. 
Ram. Brother 
Mem. Forgive me 
Ram. You'reto blame 
Mem. Look there. [ Pointing after her. 
My Heart is burſting. 
Ram. With Revenge, 
Mem, And Love. 
Ram, Revenge. 
Mem. One dear Embrace, twill edge my Sword. 
ph. No, Memnon, if our Swords now want an edge, 
They'll want for ever; to this ſpot I Charm thee 


| By the Dread Words, Revenge and Liberty! 


This is the Criſis of our Fates, this Moment 

The Guardian Gods of Zgypt hover o'er us, 

They watch to ſee us act like prudent Men, 

And out of Ills extract our Happineſs. 

My Friends, theſe dire * like Poyſon, A 
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May have their wholeſome Uſe! this fad Occaſion, 
It manag'd artfully, revives our Hopes ; 
It gives Nicanor to our ſinking Faction, 
And ſtill the Tyrant ſhakes, - 
Ram. My Father comes; 
Or ſnatch this Moment, or deſpair for ever. 
While Paſſions glow, the Heart like heated Steel, 
Takes each Impreſſion, and is work'd at Pleaſure. 
Enter Nicanor. 
Nic. Why have che Gods choſe out my weakeſt Hours, 
To ſet their Terrors in array againit me ? | 
This wou'd beat down the Vigour of my Youth, 
Much more grey Hairs, and Life worn down ſo low. 
Vain Man / to be ſo fond of breathing long, 
And ipinning out a Thread of Miſery. 
The longer Life the greater Choice of Evil ; 


The happieſt Man is but a wretched Thing, 


That ſteals poor Comfort from Compariſon ; 

What then am I? here will I fit me down, 

Brood o'er my Cares, and think my felt to Death. 

Draw near, Rameſes; I was raſh e'er while, 

And chid thee without Cauſe, How many Y ears 

Have I been cas'd in Steel? 

Ram. Full Threeicore Years 

Have changed the Seaſons o'er your creſted Brow, 

And (een your Fauchion dy'd in Hoſtile Blood. E 
Nic. How many Triumphs fince this King has reign'd? 
Ram. They number juſt your Battles, one tor one. 
Nic. True, I havefollow'd the rough Trade of War 

With ſome ſucceſs, and can without a Bluſh 

Review the ſhaken Fort, and ſanguine Plain. 

I have thought Pain a Pleaſure, Thirſt and Toll 

Bleſt Objects of Ambition; I remember, 

(Nor do my Foes forget that bloody Day :) 

W hen the barb'd Arrow from my gaping Thigh 
Was wrench'd with Labour, I diſdain'd to groan, 
Becauſe I ſuffer'd for Buſiri- Sake. 
Ram. The King is not to blame. 
Nic, Is not the Prince his Son? 
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Ram. Eut in himſelf 
Nic. And has he loſt his Guilt, [ Riſeng in a Paſſion. 
*Cauſc he has injur'd me ? E're while thy Elood 
Was kindled at his Name Did'ſt Thou not tell me 

A ſhameful black Deſign on poor Amelia? 

Oh Memnon! what a glorious Race is this, 

To make the Gods a Party in our Cauſe, 

And draw down Bleflings on us? 

Mem. He that ſupports them 

In ſuch back Crimes, is Sharer of their Guilt, 

Nic. Point out the Man, and with theſe wither'd Hands 

d fly upon his Throat, tho' he were lodg'd 

Within the Circle of Buſiris Arms. 

Ram. He that prevents it not when in his Power, 

Suppe rts them in their Courſe, a flaming Guilt, 

And you are He. | 
Nic. Thou rav'ſt. 
Syph. The Army's yours. 

P've ſounded every Chief; but wave your Finger, 

Thouſands tall off the Tyrant's Side, and leave him, 

Naked of Help, and open to Deſtruction. 

But ſweep his Minions, cut a Pander's Throat, 

Or lop a Sycophant, the Work is done. . 
Nic. What wou'd you have me do? [ Starting. 
Mem. Let not your Heart 

Fly off from your own Thought, be truly Great, 

{ent your Country's Suff rings as your own. 

A generous Soul is not confin'd at Home, 

But ſpreads it ſelt abroad o'er all the Publick, 

And teels for every Member of the Land. 

W hat have we ſeen for twenty rolling Years, 

But one long Tract of Blood, or what is worſe, 

Throng'd Dungeons pouring forth perpetual Groans, 

And free-born Men oppreſs'd ! Shall half Mankind 

Be Coom'd to curſe the Moment of their Birth? 

Shall ali the Mother's Fondneſs be employ'd 

To rear them up to Bondage, give them Strength 

To bear Affliction, and ſupport their Chains? | 
Sph. To you the valiant Youth moſt humbly bends, 

oh ar 
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And beg that Nature's Gifts, the vigorous Nerve; 

And gracetul Port deſign d to bleſs tne World, 

And take your great Example in the Field, 

May not be forc'd by Lewdneſs in high Place, 

To other Toils, to labour for Diſeaſe, 

To wither in a loath'd Embrace, and dye, 

At an inglorious Diſtance from the Foe. 
Ram, To you Amelia litts her Hands for Safety. 

[ Kneeling, 

Mem, To you To you—— | Burſting into Tears. 
Nic. By Heav'n he cannot ſpeak . I under ſtand thee. 

Riſe, — Riſe, my Son. Riſe all; your Work is done; 

They periſh all, theſe Creatures ot my Sword, 

Have I not ſeen whole Armies vaulted o'er 

With flying Javelins, which ſnut out the Day, 

And tell in rattling Storms at my Command, 

To {lay and bury proud 5#ſris' Foe? 

He lives and reigns, for I have been his Friend? 

But 1'll unmake him, and plough up the Ground, 

W here his proud Palace ſtands. [Exits 
Mem. Oh, my Mandane 

The Gods by dreadful Means beſtow Succeſs, 

And in their Vengeance molt ſeverely bleſs: 

From thy bright ſtreaming Eyes our Triumphs flow; 

The Tyrant falls, Mandane ſtrikes the Blow. 

So the tair Moon, when Seas ſwell high, and pour 

A waſtetul Deluge, on the trembling Shore, 

Inſpires the Tumult trom her clouded Throne, 

Where filent, penſive, pale, ſhe fits a one, 

And all the diſtant Ruin is her own. 


ACT 
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* 
ACT-V;, SCENS Lb 
SCENE, The Field. 


Enter Buſiris and Auletes. An Alarm at Diſtance, 


Buſ. Elcome the Voice of War! tho? loud the 
Sound, | 
It faintly ſpeaks the Language of my Heart, 
It whiſpers what | mean. But fay, Auletes, 
W hat urge the ſe forlorn Rebels in Excuſe 
For chuſing Ruin? 
Aul. Various their Complaints. 
But ſome are loud, that while your heavy Hand 
Preſſes whole Millions with inceſſant Toil, 
(Toils fitter far for Beaſts than human Creatures) 
In building Wonders ror the World to gaze at, 
Weeds are their Food, their Cup the muddy Nile. 
Buſ. Do they not build tor Me? Letthat reward them, 
Yes, I will build more Wonders to be g3z'd at, 
And temper all my Cement with their Blood. 
Whoſe Pains and Art retorm'd the puzzled Year, 
Thus drawing down the Sun to human Ule, 
And making Him their Servant? Who puſh'd off 
With Mountain Dams the broad redundant Nile 
De ſcended from the Moon, and bid it wander 
A Stranger Stream in unaceuſtom d Shores! 
Who from the Ganges to the Danube reigns ? 
Eut Virtuesare forgot. Away— to Arms! 
Vilcall to Mind my glorious Anceſtry, 
Which for ten thouſand rolling Years renown'd 
Shines up into Eternity its ſelt, 
And ends among the Gods. [ 4n Alarm 
Enter Memnon. 
Aul. The Rebel braves us. 
Buſ. Hold, let our Weapons thirſt one Moment longer, 
And Death ſtand ſtill, till he receives my Nod. 
D353 Whom 
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Whom meet l in the midſt of my own Real, 
W:th bold Defiance on his Brow ? 
Mein. The Slave, 
Whom Dread 5r/iris lately laid in Chains, 
An Emblem ot his Country. 
Buſ. Is it thus 
Fou think my Royal Bounty ? 
Adem. Thus you thank'd, | 
The good Artaxes, thus you thank'd my Father. 
Buſ. What I have done, conclude moſt right and juit, 
For I have done it, and the Gods alone 
Shall ask me Why; Thou liv'ſt, altho' they fell; 
And it they fell unjuſtly, greater Thanks 
Are due nom Thee, whom even Injuſtice ſpar'd. 
Mem. hy Kindneſles ace Wrongs, they mean to ſooth 
My injur'd Soul, and tra! it trom Revenge. : 
Buſ. Turn back thine Eye, behold thy Troops are thin. 
Thy Men are rarely ſprinkled o'er the Field, 
And yet thou carry'ſt Mi lions on thy Tongue. 
Mem. All, thy Blood thirſty Sword has laid in Duſt 
Are on my ſide, they come in bloody Swarms, 
And throng my Banners; thy uncqual'd Crimes 
Have made thee Weak, and rob my Victory. 
Buſ. Ha! 
Mem. Nay, ſtamp not, Tyrant; I can ſtamp as loud, 
And raiſe as many Dæmons at the Sound. | 
Buſ. i weara Diadem. | 
Mem. And I a Sword. 
Buſ. Yet, yet ſubmit, I give thee Life. 
Mem, Secure your on: | | 
No more Bu{iris, bid the Sun farewel. 
Euſ. Bufiris and the Sun ſhou'd Set together, 
It this Day'sangry God ordain my Fate, 
Know thou, I fall like ſome vaſt Pyramid, 
I bury Thouſands in my great Deſtruction, 
And Thou the firſt.— Save! in the Front of Battle, 
There Thou ſha't find me. 
Mem, Thou ſhalt find me there, 


And have well paid that Gratitude Lowe. [Exon 
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A continued Alarm, 
Enter Myron and Nicanor meetmg. 

Nic. Does not mine Eye ſtrike Horror through thy 
And ſhake the Weapon from thy trembling Arm ? (Soul, 
Baſe Boy ! the Foulneſs of thy Guilt ſecures Thee 
From my Reproach, I dare not namethy Crime. 

Myr.Old Man, didſt thou ſtand up in thy own Cauſe 
then ſhou'd be atraid of Fourſcore Years, 

And tremble at Grey Hairs; but ſince thy Frenzy 
Has lent thoſe venerable Locks, to caſt 

A Gloſs of Virtue on the blackeſt Crime, 

Accurſt Rebellion! This gives back my Heart ; 
With all its Rage, and I'm a Man again. 

Nic, Come on, and uſe that Force in Arms, I taught 
IU no reſume the Lite I gave ſo late. (thee; 
b Myr. I grieve thou haſt but half a Life to loſe, 

And doſt defraud my Vengeance At my Touch 
n Thou moulder'ſt into Dutt, and art forgotten. 
| ( Preparing to fight, Myr. flops ſhort. ee 
ah no! I cannot fight with thee, begone 11 11 
And ſhake elſewhere; thou canſt not want a Death 4 
In ſuch a Field, though I refuſe it to thee. 
Rameſes, Memnon, give them tomy Sword, 
Suſtain'd by Thouſands; but to fly from Thee, 
From Thee, moſt Injur'd Man, ſhall be my Praiſe, 
i, | Andriſeabovethe Conqueſt of my Foes, 
Nic. Tis not old Age, th* avenging Gods purſue Thee? 
(He retires before Nicanor off the Stage. A loud Alarm. 
Enter Buſiris and Auletes in Purſuit. 

Buf. Tis well, Ilike this Madneſs of the Field 
Let heighten'd Horrors, and a Waſte of Death 
Inform the World Buſiris is in Arms. 

But then I grudge the Glory of my Sword 
To Slaves, and Rebels, while they die by me, 
They cheat my Vengeance, and ſurvive in Fame. 
Aul. I panted after in the Paths of Death, 

And cou'd not but from far behold your Plume 

O'er ſhadow ſlaughter d Heaps, while your bright Helm 
Struck adiſtinguiſh'd Terror through the Field, 
Thediſtant Legions trembling as it blaz'd. 

| D 4 Bu. 
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Buſ. Think not a Crown alone lights up my Name, 

My Hand is deep in Fight. Forbid it /ſrs! 

That whilſt Buſzris treads the ſanguine Field, 

The toremoſt Spirit of his Hoſt ſhou'd conquer 

But by Example, and beneath the Shade 

Ot this high brandiſh'd Arm. Did'ſt thou e er fear? 

Sure 'tis an Art, I know not how to fear. 

"Tis one of the few things beyond my Power; 

And if Death muſt be fear'd before 'tis felt, 

Thy Maſter is Immortal. O Awleres 

But while I ſpake, they live! 

W here fall the founding Cataracts of Nile, 

The Mountains tremble, and the Waters boil ; 

Like them I'll ruſh, like them my Fury pour, 

And give the future World one onder more. (Exenn. 

Enter Myron engaged with a Party; his Plume is ſmitten off. 
He drives the Foe, and returns. 

Myr. When Death's ſo near, but dares not venture on 
Tis Heav'n's Regard, a kind of Salutation, (us, 
W hich to our {elves our own Importance ſhows. — 
Faint as lam, and almoſt ſick of Blood, 

There is one Cordial wou'd revive me ſtill; 


The ſight of Memnon, place that Fiend be tote me.— Exit. 
Enter Memnon. (Sword! 
Mem. Where, where's the Prince? O give him to my 
His tall white Plume, which like a high wrought Foam 
F.oated on the tempeſtuous Stream of Fight, 
Shew'd where he ſwept the Field ; I follow'd ſwift, 
But my Approach has turn'd him into Air ; 
| Enter Myron, 
The Fight but now begins! 
Myr. Why, who art thou? 
Mem. Princel am 
Ayr. Memnon. Di/dainfulhy. 
Mem. No, I'm Man dane. < ** 
Myr. Ha! | 


Mem. She's here, ſhe's here, ſhe's all: Her Wrangs and 


ndnd Virtues (Striking his Head and Breaſt. 
Virtues Wrongs! Thou worſe than Murderer ! 
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Myr. I charge thee name her not, forbear to croak 
W ith that I'l-omen'd Note. 

Mem. Mandane! 

Myr. Be it fo, 
When I reflect on her mean Love for Thee, 
And Plot againſt my Life, my pain is leſs. 


Mem. *Tis falſe; ſhe meant, ſhe knew it not; Rameſfes 


He, only he, was conſcious of the Thought. 
Myr. Then I'ma Wretch indeed 
Mem. As ſuch I'll uſe Thee: 
I cruſh Thee like ſome Poiſon on the Earth, 
Then haſte aad cleanſe me in the Blood ot Men. 
Myr. I thank thee for this Spirit which exalts thee 
Intoa Foe, I need not bluſh to meet. 
Now from my Soul, it Joys me thou art found, 
And found alive; by Heav'n, fo much | hate thee, 
I tear'd that thou waſt Dead, and had'ſt eſcap'd me! 
I drench my Sword in thy deteſted B'ood, 
Or ſoon make thee Immortal by my own. 
Villain ! | 
Mem, Myron 
Myr. Rebel! 
Mem. Myron ! 


= Hell! 
em. Mandane | 
Myr. Juſt the Blow, and juſter till, 


Becauſe imbitter'd to me by that Hand 


I moſt deteſt; which gives my Soul an Earneſt 
Of vaſt unfathomable Woes to come, 


That dreadful Dow'ry for my dreadful Love: 
I leave the World my Miſery's Example, 


It us d aright, no trivial Legacy. (Dias; 


Enter Syphoces. 


Syph. My Lord, I bring you molt unwelcome News, 


As Mandane wander'd near the Field, 

In hope to ſee her Injuries Reveng'd ; 
Thoughtleſs of my Suff rings, but the paſt, 

A Party of the Foe, ſaw, ſeiz d and bore her off. 


Mem, Vengeance, and Conqueſt now are trivial 


Love 


Things; 


| (Myr. Falls, 
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Love made their Prize! 'tis impious in my Soui 
To entertain a Thought but of her Reſcue. 
Now, now, I plunge into the thickeſt War, 
As ſome bold Diver trom a Precipice 

Into mid Ocean, to regain a Gem, 

W hoſe Loſs impoveriſh'd Kingsto bring it back, 
Or fee the Day no more. (Exeunt, 
Enter Mandane Priſoner. 

Mand. A generous Foe will hear his Captive ſpeak ; 

A Benefit thus kneeling I implore: 

Let one of all thoſe Swords chat glitter round me, 

Vouchſafe to hide its Point within my Breaſt. 
Enter Memnon. 

Mem. Ah Villains! Curſed Atheiſts! Can you bear 
That Poſture from that Form? What, what are Numbers, 
When l behold thoſe Eyes? not mine the Glory, 

That ſingly thus I pace Holt of Foes. 
Inhuman Robers! Oh bring back my Soul. 
( They force her off, he ruſhes in upon them and is taken, 
Poor Comtort to Mankind that they can loſe 
Their Lives but once But oh! a thouſand times 
Be torn from what they love. | 
Enter Rameſes Wounded. 
Ram. Far have I waded in the bloody Field, 
Laborious through the ſtubborn Ranks of War, 
And trac'd thee in a Labyrinth of Death; 
But thus tv find thee !—- Better find thee Dead: 
Theſe Slaves will uſe thee ill. 
Mem. Of that no more; 
Myron is Dead, and by this Arm, 
Ram. 1 thank thee. 
All my few Spirits lett exult with Joy, 
I' Chace, and Scourge him through the lower World. 
Mem. Alas thou bleed'ſt. 
Ram. Curſe on the Tyrant's Sword, 
I bleed to Death, But could not leave the World 
Without a laſt Embrace. Juſt now I met 
The poor Mandane. | 

Mem, Quickly ſpeak, What ſaid ſhe ? 


Ram. 


5. 
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| Wou'd Icou'd bear thee Company to Reſt, 


And l will bleſs your Mercies while I ſuffer. 


r 
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Ram. Nothing of Comfort. Ceaſe to ask me further. 
you meet more, your Meeting will be fad ————— 
Your Arm, I faint _— Ah what is human Life? 

How like the Dyal's tardy moving Shade ! 

Day after Day ſlides from us unperceiv'd! 

The cunning Fugitive is ſwift by Stealth, 

Too ſubtile is the Movement to be ſeen, 

Vet ſoon the Hour is up ard we are gone, 

Farewel, I pity thee. (Dies. 
Mem. Farew¾el, brave Friend! 
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But Life in all its Terrors ſtands before me, 
And ſhuts the Gate ot Peace againſt my Wiſhes. — 
Do I not hear a Peal of diſtant thunder? 
And ſee a ſudden Darkneſs ſhuts the Day, 
And quite blots out the Sun but what's to me 
The Colour of the Sky ? a Death- cold Dew 
Hangs on my Brow; and all my flacken'd Joints 
Are ſhook without a Cauſe . A Groan from whence? 
Again? And no one near me? Vain Deluſion! 
Yer not I fear in vain! ſome Ill is towards me, 
More dreadful ſure than all that's paſt. Mandaze! 
I hop'd ſhe was at Peace, and paſt the reach 
Ot this ill News, but ſuch my wayward Fate 
cannot ask a Curſe, but "tis deny'd me: 
And cou d wiſh I ne er ſhould ſee her more? 
Entey Mandane guarded. 
Mand. This is my Brother; a ſhort Privacy f 
Is aſmall Favour you may grant a Foe. y 
Guard Letit be ſhort, we may not wait your Leiſure. £4719 
Mem. "Tis wondrous ſtrange, there's ſomething holds Wr 
me from her, 
And keeps this Foot faſt rooted to the Ground. 
This is the laſt Time I ſhall ever pray. 
To me, ye Gods, confine your threatned Vengeance, 


(Memnon and Mandane advance ſlowly to 


the Stage. 
NMand. What didſt thou pray for? 
Mem. For thy Peace. 


Mand. 


* 
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Mand. Twas kind: 
But oh! thoſe Hands in Bonds de ny the Bleſſing, 
For which they earneſtly were rais'd to Heaven, 
Mem. | tear ſo too; what we have yet to do 
Muſt be ſoon done; this Mecting is our laſt. 
How ſhall we uſe it ? 
Mang. How ? Conſult thy Chains, 
And my Calamities. 
Mem. Sad Counſellors, 
And cruel their advice Are there no other? 
Mand. Loo around — and find no Glimpſe of Hope, 
A perfect N ght of Horror and Deſpair / 
Mem. Of Horror and Deſpair indeed, Mandaue! 
Canſt thou bc.icve me? Nay, can l believe | 
My felt? TI ching that I wiſh'd for was tis falſe, 
The Wee Mis fortune hurts my Mind. 
Mandl. What: 
Mem. I dars not think, to think is to look down 
A Precipice teu thouſand Fathom deep, 
That turns my Brain Oh! oh! 
Mand. Memnon no more: 
That Silence and thoſe Tears need no explaining; 
And it is Kind, with ſuch ſevere Reluctance 
To think upon my Death tho' neceſſary. 
Am. An hold! You plant a thouſand Daggers here, 
Talk not of di ing. l diſo vn the Thought; 
Right is not Right, and Reaſon is not Reaſon, 
All is Diſtraftion when 1 look on thee. 
Ohall ye pitying Gods! daſh out from Nature 
Your Stars, your Sun, but let Mandane live. | 
Mand. No: Death long ſince was my confirm'd Re- 


Mem. Myron is dead. (ſolve. 
Mand. What Joy a Heart like mine a 

Can feel, it feels had he been never born, 

I might have lid tis now impoſſible, 


Mem. This even to my Miſeries I owe, 
That it diſc overs greater Virtues ſtill, | 
In her my Soul adores Oh, my Mandane! 
Oh glorious Maid! then thou wilt be at Peace 
(Memnon walls thoughtfully, then 8 


- 
. 
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Muſt I ſurvive, and change thy Tenderneſs 

For a ſtern Maſter, and perpetual Chains ? 

Long I may groan on Earth to fate their Malice, 

Then through flow Torments ſtruggle into Death, 

No Steel to ſtab, no Wall todaſh my Brain! 
Mand, Ha! 
Mem. Why thus fix d in thought? what mighty Birth 

Is labouring in your Soul? your Eyes ſpeak Wonders. 
Mand. Will not the Blood- Hounds be content with Lite, 
Mem. Alas, Mandane! No; they ſtudy Nature 

To find out all her ſecret Seats of Pain, 


And carry Killing to a dreadtul Art: 


A ſimple Death in Egypt is tor Friends. 
Mand. Oh then it muſt be {o!—and yet it cannot. 
Mem, What means this ſudden Paleneſs ? 
Mand. Heav'n aſſiſt me! 
( Feeling in her Boſom, ſhe ſwoons. 
Mem. My Love? Mandane! hear me! my eſpous'd! 
My deareſt Heart! the Infant of my Boſom! 
Whom I would foſter with my vital Blood. 
Mand. Tis well, and in Return I give thee This. 
(Shews a Dagger, 
Mem. Millions of Thanks, thou Refuge in Deſpair. 
Mand. Terrible Kindneſs! Horrid Mercy! Oh! 
I cannot give it thee. 
Mem. Full welll know 
Thy tender Soul, and I muſt force it from thee, | 
(A, he is ſtruggling with her for the Dagger, ſhe ſpeaks. 
Mand. My Lord! My Soul! My f{elf! Youtcar my 
Art thou not dearer to my Eyes than Light? (Heart, 
Do'ſt thou not circulate through all my Veins? 
Mingle with Life, and form my very Soul! 
Mem. Now, Monſters, I dety you: Fate forbids. 
Along Farewel, my Guard may interpoſe, 
And make your Fayour vain. Thus, only thus, 
(Embrace, 


And now-— 
Mand. Ah no! Since laſt I aw thee, thrice I rais'd 


| (-Hold; his Arm. 
My trembling Arm, and thrice I let it fall 
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If you refuſe Compaſſion to my Sex, 

Memnon betrays me, and is Myron's Friend. 

As Ia Ponyard, you ſupply an Arm, 

And I ſhall Still be happy in your Love. 

(Ale a Pauſe of Afoniſhmh 
he ſinks gently on the Earth, 

Mem. From dreadful, to more dreadtul I am plung'd, 

And find in deepeſt Anguiſh deeper ſtil. 

] can't complain in common with Mankind. 

But am a wretched Specics all alone. 

Mult I not only loſe thee, but be curſt, 

To ſprinkle my own Hands with thy Life-Flood ? 
Mand. It cannot be avoided. 8 
Mem. Nor perform'd. 

Lift up my Hand againſt thee as a Foe ! 

I, who ſhou'd fave thee trom thy very Father, 

And teach thy deareſt Friends to uſe thee well, 

Make Kindneſs kind; and ſoften all their Smiles ? 

Oh my Mandane! think how 1 have lov'd! 

Oh my Mandane ! Think upon thy Pow'r! 

How often haſt thou ſeen me pale with Joy, 

And trembling at a Smile? and ſhall 1-— 


At that non ſtarts u 
Aem. Ah hold! I charge thee hold! One Glace that 
W 
Awakes my Hell, and blows up all its Flames. -_""_ 
The World turns round, my Heart is fick to Death! 
Ohmy Diſtraction! perfect Loſs of Thought! 
 Mand. Why ſtand you like a Statue? are youdead ? 
What do you fold fo taſt within your Arms ? 
Why with fixt Eye-balls do you pierce the Ground? 
Why ſhift your Place, as if you trode on Fire, 
Why gnaw your Lips, and groan ſo dreadfully? 
My Lord, if l have ſpent whole live-long Nights 
In Tears, and ſigh'd away the Day in private, 
Only opprelſs'd with an Exceſs of Love, 
Oh turn and ſpeak ro me! 
Mem. And theſe, nodoubt, 
Are Arguments that I ſhall draw thy Blood 


Ne 


In 
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No Child was ever lull'd upon the Breaſt 
With half that Tenderneis has melted trom thee. 
And fell like Balm upon my wounded Soul. 
And ſhall I murder thee ? Yes, thus — thus-— th us. 
[ Embracing ſometime. 
Mand. Alas! my Lord forgets weare todie. 
(Memnon gaze: with wonder on the Dagger. 
Mem. By Heav'n I had, my Soul had took her Flight 
In Bliſs -— why, is not this our Brida'-Day ? 
Mand. That Way Diſtraction lies. 
Mem. Indeed it does, 
Both. Oh! Oh! 
Mand Thy Sighs and Groans are ſharper than thysteel, 
The Guard is on us, 
Mem. Then it muſt be done. 
Sun hide thy Face, and putthe World in Mourning, 
Though Blood ſtart out for Tears tis done but one, 


One laſt Embrace. 


(As be embraces her, ſhe burſts into Tears. 
Let me not ſee a Tear I cou'd as ſoon 
Stab at the Face of Heaven, as kill thee weeping. 
Mand. Tis paſt, Iam compos d. 
Mem. And now, and now. 
Mand. Be not ſo fearful, tis the ſecond Blow 
Will pain my Heart indeed this will not hurt me. 
Mem, Oh _ haſt ſtung my Soul quite through and 
(t 
With thoſe kind Words; I had juſt ſteel'd my Breaſt, 
( Daſhing down the Dagger. 
And thou undo'ſt it all I could not bear 
Torazethy Skin, to fave the W orld trom Ruin. 
Mand. if you're a Woman, I'll be ſomething more. 
(Stabs her ſelf. 
I ſhall not taſte of Heaven till you arrive. (Dies. 
Mem. Struck home and in her Heart She's dead 
already, | 
And now with me all Nature is expir'd. 
My lovely Bir:ie; Now we again are happy, 
R (Stabs himſelf. 
And better Worlds prepare our nuptial Bow'r. — 
ov 
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Now every ſplendid Object of Ambition, 
Which lately with their various Gloſſes plaid 
Upon my Brain, and fool'd my idle Heart, 
Are taken from me by a little Miſt, 
And all the World is vaniſh d. ( Dies. 
A March founded. Enter Nicanor and Syphoces victori- 
ous. The Guard which were advancing to the Bodies fly. 
Nic. The Day's our own, the Perſian atigry Pow'rs 
Have well repaid this Morning's Inſolence, | 
And turn'd the deſperate Fortune of the Field 
By ſure, tho late Relief. 
Syph. Nicanor, Friend, 
I from the City bring you welcome News: 
My guilty Letters from the amorous Queen 
I ſpread among the Multitude; while yet 
Their Blood was warm with reading theblack Scroll; 
Myris to view the Fortune of the Fight, 
Leaving her Palace for the weſtern Tow'r, 
Was ſeiz d, torn, ſcatter'd on the guilty Spot 
Where her great Brother fell. 
Nic. The Gods are juſt. 
Syph. See were Buſiris comes, your Royal Captive, 
In his Mis fortune great; an awful Ruin! 
And dreadful to the Conqueror 


(Nicanor advancing ſees the Bodiesl 


Nic. Sad Sight p 
A Sight, that teaches Triumph how to mourn, 
And more than juſtifies theſe ſtreaming Tears, 
Even on the Moment that my Country's ſav d 
From fore Oppreſſion, and inglorious Chains. 


(He falls on his Attendants; : 


A great Shout, Enter Buſiris wounded. 

Buſ. Conquer'd? Tis falſe; I am your Maſter till; 
Your Maſter though in Bonds: You ſtand agaſt 
At your good Fate, and trembling can't enjoy. 
Now from my Soul I hug theſe welcome Chains 
Which ſhew you all Baſiris, and declare 
Crowns and Succeſs ſuperfluous to my Fame. 
You think this ſtreaming Blood will low r my Thought 3 
No, yemiſtaken Men, Hime at Death; 
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For living here, is living all a one, 
To mea real Solitude, amid 
A Throng ot little Beings, groveling round me; 
Which yet uſurp one common Shape and Name. 
I thank theſe Wounds, theſe raging Pains, which promiſe 
An Interview with Equals ſoon elicwhere. 
(He ſees Memnon. 
Ah! dead? Tis well; he roſe not to my Sword, 
I only wiſh'd his Fate, and there he lies. 
Some when they die, die all; their mould'ring Clay 
Is but an Emblem of their Memories: I a 
The Space quite cloſes up through whic d. 
That Chews liv'd Lleave a Mark behind, = 
Shall pluck the ſhining Age trom vulgar Time, 
And give it whole tolate Poſterity. 
My Name is writ in mighty Characters, 
Triumphant Columns, and eternal Domes, 
W hoſe Splendor heightens our Egyptian Day, 
W hoſe Strength ſhall laugh at Time, till their great Baſis, 
Old Earth it ſelf ſhall fail. In after-ages, 
Who waror build, ſhall build or war from me, 
Grow great in each, as my Example fires. 
"Tis | of Art the future Wonders rail ; 
I fight the future Battles of the World. 
Great Jove, I come Egypt, thou art forſaken, (Sinks. 
Aſia's impoveriſh'd by my linking Glories, | 
And the world leſſens, when Buſiris falls. (Dies. 
Syph, Bear the dead Monarch to his Pyramid; 
And for what Ulefoc'er it was deſign d, 
By that high- minded, but miſtaken Man, 
T here let him lye magnificent in Death; 
Great was his Lite, great be his Monument: 
And on Buſiris 8 young Arſaces, 
Of gentler Spirit, let the Crown devolve. 
Frum this Day's Vengeance let the Nations know, 
Jove lays the Pride of haughtieſt Monarchs low; 
And they who kindled withambirious Fire, 
In Arts and Arms with moſt Succels afpire, 
It void of Virtue, but provoke their Doom, 
| Graſpat their Fate, and built themſclves a Tomb. 
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EPILOGUE 
By a FRIEND. 


Spoken by Mrs. OLDFIELD 


T H E Race of Criticks, dull judicious Rogues, 
To mournful Plays deny brisk Epilogues. 

Each gentle Swain and lender Nymph, ſay they, 
From a ſad Tale ſhould go in Tears away ; 
From hence quite home ſhould Streams of Sorrow ſhed, 
And drown'd in Grief ſteal ſupperleſs to Bed. 

1his Doctrine is ſo grave, the Sparks won't bear it; 

They love to go in humour to their Claret. 
The Citt, who owns alittis Fun worth buying, 

Holds Half a Crown too much to pay for crying 3 
Beſides, who knows ⁊t ithout theſe healing Arts, 


But Love might turn your Heads, and break your Hearts; | 


nd the poor Author, by imagin'd Woes, 

Might people Bedlam with our Belles and Beaux? 
Hence 4, who lately bid adieu to Pleaſure, 

Robb of my ſpouſe, and my dear Virgin Treaſure ; 

I, Sh you ſaw deſpairing breath my laſt, © 

Am free and eaſy, as if nought had paſt ; 

Again put on my Airs, and play my Fan, 

And fear no more ih 8t dreadfſu! Creature, Man, 


—Þﬆ | 


E PILOGU E. 


But whence does this malicious Mirth begin il 
I know, ye Beaſts, ye reckon it no Sin. | , 
'Tis ſtrange that Crimes the ſame, in diffrent Plays, i 
Should move our Horror, and our Laughter raiſe, 
Love's Joy ſecure the Comick Actor tries, 
| But if he's wicked in blank Verſe, he dies. 
The Farce, where Wives prove 5j ail, ſtill take; the beſt, 
And the poor Cuckold is a ſtanding Feſt : 
But our grave Bard, a virtuous Son of Iſis, 
Counts a bold Str oke in Love among the Vices ; 
In Blood and Wounds a guilty Land he dips ye, 
And waſtes an Empire for one ravi/h'd Gipſie. 
What muſty Morals fill an Oxtord Head, 
To Notions of pedantick Virtue bred | 
There each ſtiff Don at Gallantry exclaims, 
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And calls fine Men and Ladies filthy Names ; I 
They tell ycu Rakes and Jilts corrupt a Nation: [414 
uch is the Prejudice of Education! 4 
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You, who know better Things, will ſure approve 
Theſe Scenes, that ſhow the boundleſs Power of Love. 
Let, when they will, th Italian Things appear, 

This Play, we truſt, ſhall throng an Audience here. 
Bold Myron's Paſſion, up to Frenzy wrought, 
Would ill be warbled through an Eunuch's Throat: 
His part, at leaſt, his Part requires à Man; 

Let Nicolini act᷑ it if he can. 
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PLAYS, Printed for, 


and Sold by Geonce Rigg, 


GEORGE Ewing, and WILLIAM Suirn, Bookſellers in 


Dame s- ſtreet. 


The Gameſter. 

Love inſeveral Maſques. 

The Wife's Relief, or the 
Husband's Cure. 

The Wonder : A Woman 
keeps a Secret. 

The Amorous W idow. 

The Conſtant Couple. 

The Boarding School. 

The Northern Laſs. 

Love's laſt Shift. 

She wou' d, andſhe wou dnot 

The Fop's Fortune. 

Non-jcror. 

The Faithtul Iriſhman. 

Chit-chat. 

Three Hours after Marriage. 
The Gentle Shepherd, a 
Scots Paſtoral Comedy. 

Eeaux Stratagem. 

Tunbridge Walks. 

The Buty Body. 

The Pilgrim. 

Beggar's Buſh, 

Don Quixote, firſt Part. 

Ditto, iecond Part. 

Ignoramus, or the Engliſh 
Lawyer. 

The London Cuckolds. 

The Rival Modes. 

The Country Laſſes. 

The Double Gallanr. 

The Miſtake. 

Love and a Battle, 

The Twin Rivals. 

The diſſembled Wanton. 

The Brau's Duel. 

Sir Harry A ild.ir. 

The Rover. 

Th: Recruiting Officer. 


The Humours of Oxford, 
The Temple-Beau. 
TRAGEDIES, 
Themiſtoc les. 
Sophonisba, by Mr. Thom. 
1on. 8 
Tamerlane. 
Seſoſtris. 
The Revenge. 
The Fall of Saguntum 
Jane Shore, 
Philip ot Macedon. 
The Fatal Extravagance, 
The Victim. 
The Spaniſh Fryar. 
King Lear. 
The Orphan, 
The Bron. 
Cato. 
Henry IV. of France. 
Henry V. or theConqueſt | 
of France, 
Macbeth. 
Lady Jane Gray. 
The Fair Penitent. 
The Royal Convert. 
The AmbitiousStep Mother, 
Ulyſſes. | | 
Heroick Love. 
Love and Empire, 
Anna Bullen. 
The Earl of Eſſex. 
Mitiridates, King of Pa- 
tus. 
Hannibals Overthrow. 
The Heroick Daughter. 
King Henry V. of England 
The Captives. | 
Sir Walter Raleigh. 
The S tartan Dame. 
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To his Graces the 


DUKEof WHARTON. 


WMAERE I a Stranger to your 
RACE ſhould not be a- 

fraid to ſollicit Your Patro- 
D nages ſince you have taken the 
P 


them, are, in Effect, making their Court 
to You. But I can plead more than a com- 
mon Title to this Honour. Your GRACE 
has been pleas'd to make Your ſelf Acceſ- 
{ory to the following Scenes, not only by 
ſuggeſting the moſt beautiful Incident in 
them, but by making all poſſible Proviſion 
for the Succeſs of the Whole. Your great 
Delicacy of Taſte in Compoſitions of this 

| 4 Kind, 
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The DEDICATION. 


Kind, has ſo afliſted this Poem; and the In- 
dulgence of Your Nature has ſo endea- 
vour'd to ſhorten the great Diſtance be- 
tween Your GR A C E and its Author, that 
I have been ſcarce able to conſider You in 
any other Light, than as one entirely devo- 
ted to theſe Amuſements, and purſuing the 
ſame Studies with my ſelf. 

The World, which is large in Your 
Praiſes of another Nature, will be ſurpriz'd 
to hear me ſpeak of Your GRACE, in 
this Manner. They talk of One abound» 
ing inall the Grace and Power of Publick 
Eloquence, and eminently furniſh'd with 
Thele particular Talents, which qualify 
for ſhining in the higheſt Stations, and in- 
fluencing the National Welfare Of One, 
who made a Name in Senates in his Minort- 
ty; and who now, at an Age, which in 
ſome well conſtituted States would exclude 
him their grand Council, has finiſh'd aRe- 
putation in that of Great-Britain ; and gain- 
ed Thoſe for his greateſt Admirers, who 
are T hemielves moſt admir'd There: One, 
who through this whole memorable Seſ- 
ſion, has ated in the Spirit of a Regulus, 
vigorouſly oppoſing Meaſures in which he 
might have found his private Advantage, 
and exerting the nobleſt Indignation and 
Contempt for thoſe, who, like the Old 
_ Carivaginians, were equally famous for their 


Riches, 


"1, ww 


The DE DICATTION. 


Riches, and their Faith. One who, if he 
advances in Proportion to his firſt Degree 
of Glory, ſhall not thank Poſterity for 
ranking Him with the moſt Celebrated this 
Nation has produc'd, tho' His great Father 
be in the Number of them. 

His Country may with Pleaſure reflect, 
that when He has any Thing of Moment in 
His View, there is Nothing, which can 
either break His Reſolution, tire His Acti- 
vity, or limit His Expence. His Spirit 
encreaſes on Reſiſtance, and like a great 
Flame, it burns the ſtronger, and ſhines the 
brighter, in Proportion to the Violence of 
the Storm that offends it. In the preſent 
troubled State of Affairs, in which the Na- 
tion fluctuates, how has He ſtrove againſt 
the Power of Wind and Tide to aſſiſt Her 
into Harbour; while ſome have endea- 
vour'd to tear Her to Pieces, in order to 
provide for their private Satery, and ſwim 
aſhore on her Ruins? 

Thus ſpeaks the World. I, My LORD, 
whole Knowledge of your GRACE lyes 
more in private Life, can tell them, in Re- 
turn of One, who can animate His Country 
Retirement with a Kind of Pleaſures, 


_ ſometimes unknown to Perſons of Diſtinc- 


tion in that Scene : Who can divide the 
longeſt Day into a Variety of Polite and 
Uſetul Studies, and appoint the great ow 
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of Antiquity their ſtated Hours, to receive 
(if I may ſo ſpeak) their Audience of him: 
Who is an excellent Maſter of their Hiſto- 
ry in particular, and obſerving how Nature 
in a Courſe of Years isapt to come round 
again, and tread in her own Footſteps z has 
a Happineſs in applying the Facts or Cha- 
raters ot Antient to Modern Times; 
which requires a beautiful Mixture of 
Learning and Genius; and a Mind equally 
knowing in Books and Men : W ho can car- 
ry from his Studies ſuch a Life into Conver- 
ſation, that Wine ſeems only an Interrup- 
tion of Wit: Who has as many Subjects to 
talk of, as proper Matter on thoſe Subjects, 
as much Wir to adorn that Matter, and as 
many Languages to produce it ſo adorn'd, 
as any of the Age in which he lives. And yet 
ſo ſweet his Diſpoſition, that no one ever 
wiſh' d his Abilities leſs, but ſuch as flatter'd 
themſelves with the Hope of ſhining when 
near him. 
Bur there are ſtill ſuperior Qualities, 
which I am oblig'd to remember, as is the 
Society to which I belong, and to return 
Him our Thanks tor his late Donation to 
it. Which is fo noble that it had laid us 
under the greateſt Obligation, though it 
had been from another: Though it had 
been from one whoſe Quality and Charac- 
ter would have made a far leſs Addition ro 
13 
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itʒzand who had not by the moſt graceful and 
engaging Manner of conferring it, more 
than doubled its Value. As for my own 
particular Obligations to Him, I ſhall nor 
endeayour to expreſs My ſelf in Words; 
but beg Leave to refer Him to the whole 
future Courſe of my Life for my Senſe of 
them. My preſent Fortune is His Bounty, 
and my Future His Care; which, I will 
venture to ſay, will be always remembred 
to His Honour, fince He, I know, inten- 
ded His Generoſity as anEncouragement to 
Merit, tho” (thro' his very pardonable Par- 
tiality to one who bears Him ſo ſincere a 
Dury and Reſpect) I happento receive the 
Benefit of it. 

They who are acquainted with Your 
GRACE, will be of Opinion, that I 
make Your Goodneſs but an ill Return by 
the Liberty I now take. But tho! it be true, 
that they who merit Praiſe moſt, affect it 
leaſt; it is alſo true, that to commend what 
is excellent is a Debt We owe the Publick. 
In Regard to which, how ill ſoever You 
may reliſh it, I have made no Scruple to uſe 
You as You deſerve: And my Comtort is, 
I can take Refuge in Your Lordihip's own 
Example, for preferring the Publick be- 
fore You. 


But, if Youare ſtill diffatisfy'd, I ſhall 


only ſay, it is hard that Your GRACE 
go Y ſhould 
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ſhould join with Your Enemies, (who 
will equally diſlike it) againſt Me. For E- 
nemies, My LORD, You have; nor am 
I forry for it. All ſhining Accompliſh- 
ments will be for ever cither Loy'd, or 
Envy'd, and next to the Perſon who pays 
You his Eſteem, He bears the beſt Teſti- 
mony to the Superiority of Your Charac- 
ter, who hates You tor it. I give You Joy 
of thoſe Foes Your great Qualities have 
made. And I congratulate You ina parti- 
cular Manner, that they are the moſt inve- 


terate to Your GRACE, whom Your 


Country purſues with her 22 Diſlike, 
It is no Reflection on Thoſe who wiſh You 
beſt, to ſay, They will hardly be able to 
contribute more to Your Glory, 
Jam, 
MT LOX D, 
Tur Grace's moſt Dutiful, 


June, 27. and moſt Humble Servant, 
1722. | | 
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PROLOGUE. 


By a Friend. 


F T has the buskin'd Muſe, with Action mean, 
Dea the Glory of the Tragic Scene: | 
While Puny Villains dreſt in Purple Pride, 
With Cr.mes obſcene the Heaw'n-born Rage b:ly'd. 
Ta her belongs to mourn the Here's Fate, 
To trace the Errors of the Wiſe and Great; 
To mark th Exceſs of Paſſions tos refin'd, « 
And paint the Tumults of a Godlike Mind. 
Where mix'd with Rage, exalted Thoughts combine, 
And darkeſt Deeds with beauteous Colours ſhine, 
| Such Lights and Shades in a well mingled Draught, 


By curious Touch of artful Pencils wrought, 
With ſoft Deceit amuſe the doubtful Eye, 
Pleas'd with the Conflitt of the various Dye. 
Thus thro' the following Scenes with ſweet Surprixe, 
Virtue and Guilt indread Confuſion riſe, 
And Love, and Hate, at once, and Grief and Joy, 
Pity, and Rage, their mingl'd Force _—_ 
Hers the ſoft Virgin ſees with ſecret Shame, 
Her Charms excell d by Friendſhip's purer Flame, 
Forc'd with reluttant Virtue to approve, 
The generous Hero who rejects ber Love, 
Behold him There with gloomy Paſſions ſtain d, 
A Wifeſuſpetted, and an injur'd Friend; 
Yet ſuch the Toil where Innocence is caught, 
That raſh Suſpicion ſeems without @ Fault. 
We dread a while leſt Beauty ſhould ſucceed, 2 
And al moſt wiſh ev n Virtues ſelf may bleed. 
Mar k well the black Revenge, the cruel Guile, 
The Traytor Fiend trampling the lovely Spoil 
Of Beauty, Truth, and Innocence oppreſl, 
Then let the Rage of Furies Fire your Breaſt. 
Yet may his mighty Wrongs, his Juſt Diſdain, 
His bleeding Country, his lov'd Father ſlain, 
His Martial Pride your Admiration raiſe, 
And crown him with involuntary Praiſe. 
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Dramatis Perſonæ. 
MEN. 
Don Alonzo, the Spaniſh General, Mr. Booth. 
Don Carlos, his Friend, Mr. Flks. 


Don Alvarez, a Courtier, Mr.Thurmond. 


Don Manuel, Attendant ; 
2 Don Carlos, 7 Mr. Williams. 


Zanga, a Captive Moor, Mr. Mills. 


WOMEN. 

Leonora, Alvarez's Daughter, Mrs. Porter. 

1/abella, the Moor's Miſtreſs, Mrs. Horton. 
SCENE SP ALN. 
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A Cr I SCENE I. 
Enter Zanga. 


Z ANG A. 


HETHER firſt Nature, or long want of 
Peace 


. 
N — my Mind to this, I cannot 


4 4 
* 


Pg 
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I 
But Horrors now are not diſpleaſing to 


me: 
I like this Rocking of the Battlements. 
Rage on, ye W inds, burſt Clouds, and Waters roar! 
You bear a juſt Reſemblance to my Fortune, 
And ſuit the gloomy Habit ot my Soul. 
Enter Iſabella. 

Who's there? my Love! 

I/ab. Why have you left my Bed? 
Your Abſence more affrights me than the Storm, 

| Zan. 
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Zan. The Dead a one in ſuch a Night can reſt, 
And 1 indulge my Meditation here, 
Woman away. I chuſe to be alone. 
ſab. I know you do, and therefore will not leave you; 
Excuſe me, Zanga, therefore dare not leave you. 
Is this a Night tor Walks of Contemplation ? 
Something unuſual hangs upon your Heart, 
And I will know it : By our Loves, I will. 
To youl facrific'd my Virgin Fame; 
Ask I too much, to ſhare in your Diſtreſs ? (plung'd 
Zan. In Tears? Thou Fool! then hear me, and be 
In Hell's Abyſs, if ever it eſcape thee, 
To ſtrike thee with Aſtoniſhment at once, 
I hate Alonzo. Firſt recover that, 
And then thou ſhalt hear farther. 
Jab. Hate Alonzo! 
I own I thought Alonzo moſt your Friend, 
And that he loſt the Malter in that Name. 
Zan, Hear then. *Tistwice three Years ſince that 
Great Man, 
(Great let me call him; for he conquer d Me,) 
Made me the Captive of his Arm in Fight. 
He ſlew my Father, and threw Chains o'er me, 
W hile I with pious Rage purſu'd Revenge. 
I then was young, he plac'd me near his Perſon, 
And thought me not diſhonour'd by his Service, 
One Day ( may that returning Day be Night, 
The Stain, the Curſe of each ſucceeding Year) 
For ſomething, or fornothing, in bis Pride 


He ſtruck me. While I tell it, do I live? 
He ſmote me on the Cheek I did not ſtab him ; 
For that were poor Revenge E'er ſince, his Folly 


Has ſtrove to bury it beneath a heap 


Of Kindneſſes, and thinks it is forgot. 
Inſolent Thought! and like a ſecond Blow ! 
Affronts are innocent, where Men are worthleſs; 
And ſuch alone can wiſely drop Revenge. 
7/ab. But with more Temper, Zanga, tell your tory; 
To {ee your ſtrong Emotions ſtartles me. 
Zan, Yes, W oman, with the Temper that bekits it. 


n= 
* 
wo 


The REVENGE: i; 


Has the dark Adder Venom? So have ! 
W hen trod upon. Proud Spaniard, thou ſhall feel me 
For from that Day, that Day of my Diſhonour, 
from that Day bave curs'd the riſing Sun, 
Which never fail'd to teil me of my Shame. 
I from that Day have bleſt the coming Night, 
Which promis d to conceal it; but in vain; 
The Blow return'd for ever in my Dream. 
Yet on I toil'd and groan d for an Oc caſion 
Ot ample Vengeance; none is yet arriv'd. 
Howe'er at preſent I conceive warm Ho 
Ot what may wound him fore in his Ambition, 
Lite of his Life, and dearer than his Soul. 
By nightly March he purpos'd to (urprize 
The Meoriſh Camp; bur 1 bave taken Care 
They ſhall be ready to receive his Favour. 
Failing in this, a Caſt of utmoſt Moment. 
Would darken all the Conqueſts he has won. 

Iſab. Juſt as I enter'd an Exprels arriv'd. 

Zan, To whom ? 

Jab. His Friend Don Carlos. 

Zan, Be propitious, | 

O Mahomet, on this important Hour, 
And give at length my famiſh'd Soul Revenge! 
What is revenge, but Courage to call in 
Our Honour's Debts, and Wiſdom to convert 
Other's Selt- love, that common Source of Ill, 
Into our own Protection! Morning dawns, 
Jil ſeek Don Carlos, andenquire my Fate. (Exeunt. 

Enter Manuel and Don Carlos. 


Man- My Lord Don Carlos, what brings your Expreſs? - 


Car. Alonzo's Glory, and the Moors Detcat. 
The Field is ſtrow'd with twice ten thouſand lain, 
Tho' he ſuſpects his Meaſures were betray d. 

He'll ſoon arrive. O, howl iong toembrace 
The firit of Heroes, and the belt of Friend 
I lov'd fair Leonora long before 

The Chance of Battle gave me to the More, 
From whom ſo late Aero et me Free ; 
A. d while I groan'd in Bondage, 1 deputed 
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This Great Alonzo, whom her Father honours, 

To be my gentle Advocate in Love, 

To (tir her Heart, and fan its Fires for me. 
Man. And what Succeſs ? 
Car, Alas, the Cruel Maid 

Indeed, her Father, who tho' high at Court, 

And powerful with the King, has Wealthat Heart, 

To heal his Devaſtations from the Moors, 

Knowing I'm richly treighted from the Eaſt, 

My Fleet now failing in the Sight of Spain, 

(Heav'n Guard it fate thro' ſuch a dreadtul Storm) 

Careſſes me, and urges her to Wed. 

Man. Her aged Father 

Leads her this Way. 
Car. She looks le radiant Truth ; 

Brought forward by the Hand of hoary Time 

You to the Port with Speed, tis poſſible 

Some Veſſel is arriv'd, Heay'n grant it bring 

Tydings, which Carlos may receive with Joy. 

Enter Alvarez and Leonora. 
Al. Don Carlos, lam labouring in your Favour 

With all a Parent's foft Authority, 

And earneſt Counſel, 

Car. Angels ſecond you; 

For all my bliis or Miſery hangs on ĩt. 

Alv. Daughter, the Happineſs of Life depends 

On our Diſcretion, and a prudent Choice; 

Look into thoſe they call Unfortunate, 

And cloſer view d, you'll find they are unwiſe: 

Some Flaw in their own Conduct lies beneath, _*” 

And tis the Trick of Fools to fave their Credit 

Which brought another Language into Uſe. 

Don Carlos is of Antient, Noble Blood. i 

And then his Wealth might mend a Prince's Fortun?, 

For him the Sun is labouring in the Mines, 

A Faithful Slave, and turning Earth to Gold. 

His Keels are freighted with that ſacred Pow'r, 

By whichev'n King's and Emperors are made. : 

Sir, you have my good Wiſhes, and l hope (To Car. 

My Daughter is not indiſpos d to hear you. (Ex. Alv. 

Car, 


Iv. 


* 


Thoſe H 


Give me your Hand 
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Car. O Leonora! why art Thou in Tears? 
Becauſe I am leis wretched than l was ? 
Before your Father gave me leave to woo you, 
Huſh'd was your Boſom, and your Eye ſerene. 
Will you for ever help me to new Pains 
And keep Reſerve ot Torment in your Hand, 


To let them looſe on every Dawn of Joy ? 


Leon. Think you my Father too indulgent to me, 
That he claims no Dominion o'er my Tears ? 
A Daughter ſure may be right dutitul, 
W hoſe Tears alone are free from a Reſtraint, —— 
Car, Ah my torn Heart / 
Leon. Regard not me, my Lord, 
I ſhall obey my Father. 
Car. Ditobey him, 
Rather than come thus coldly, than come Thus 
With abſent Eyes, and alienated Mein, 
Suff' ring Addreſs, the Victim of my Love. 
O let me be undone the eommon Way, 


And have the common Comfort to be pity d. 


And not be ruin d in the Mask of Bliſs, 
And ſo be envy d, and be wretched too! 
Love calls for Love. Not all the Pride of Beauty, 


Thoſe Eyes that tell us what the Sun is made of, 


Thoſe L 


\ps, whoſe Touch is to be bought with Life; 

ills of driven Snow, which ſeen are felt; 

All theſe poſſeſt, are nought, but as they are 

The Proof, the Subſtance of an inward Paſſion, 

And the rich Plunder of a taken Heart. t 
Leon. Alas! my Lord, we are too delicate; 


And when we graſp the Happineſs we with'd, 


We call on Wit to argue it away: 
A plainer Man would not feel half your Pains; 
But ſome have too much Wiſdom to be happy. 
Car. Had I known this before, it had been well: 
I had not then ſollicited your Father 


To add to my Diſtreſs; as you behave, 


Your Father's Kindneſs ſtabs me to the Heart. 
ne y Nay, give it, Leonora. 
You give it not-—nay, yet you give it ao. 
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I raviſh it. 

Leon. I pray, my Lord, no more. 
Car. Ah, why ſo {ad ? You know each Sigh does ſhake 
Sighs there are Tempeſts here | 

I've heard bad Men would be unbleſt in Heav'n : 
What is my Guilt, that makes me ſo with you? 
Have I not languiſh'd proſtrate at thy Feet? 
Have I not liv'd whole Days upon thy Sight? 
Have I not ſeen thee where thou haſt not been? 
And mad with the [dea, claſp'd the Wind, 
And doated upon Nothing ? | 
Leon, Court me not. 
Good Carlos, by recounting of my Faults, 
And telling how ungrateful I have been. ; 
Alas! my Lord, it taiking wou'd prevail, 
I cou'd ſuggeſt much better Arguments, 
Than thote Regards you threw away on me; 
Your Valour, Honour, Wiſdom, prais'd by all. 
But bid Phyficians talk our Veins to Temper, 
End with an Argument new-ſcr a Pulſe; 
Ther, think, my Lord, of reaſoning into Love. 
Car. Muſt I deſpair then? Do nor ſhake me thus: 
My Tempeſt beaten Heart is cold to Death. 
Ah! turn, and let me warm me in thy Beauties. 
Heay*ns ! what a Proof I gave but two Nights paſt 
Oi matchleſs Love! Tofling me at thy Feet, 
I fighted Friendſhip, and I flew from Fame; 
Nor heard the Summons of the next Day's Battle: 
But darting headlong to thy Arms, I left 
The promis d Fight, I left Alonzo too 
To ſtand the War, and beat a World alone. (Trumpets, 
Leon, The Victor comes, My Lord, I muſt withdraw, 
(Exit Leon, 
Car. Sure, there's no Peril but in Love, Oh! how 
My Foes wou'd boaſt to ſee me look ſo pale 
Enter Alonzo. El 
Car. Alonzo! | 
aon Carlos! lam whole again 
Claſpt inthy Arms, it makes my Heart entire. 
Car. Whom dare I thus embrace, The Conqueror of 
Africht Alon, 
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Alon. Yes, much more, Don Carlos's Friend. 
The Conqueſt of the World would colt me dear. 
Should it beget one Thought of Diſtance in thee. 
I riſe in Virtues to come nearer thee, 

I conquer with Don Carlos in my Eye, 
And thus I claim my Victory's Reward, (Embracing him. 

Car, A Victory indeed ! Your godlike Arm 
Has made one Spot the Grave of Africa, 

Such Numbers fell! and the Survivors fled, 
As frighted Paſſengers from off the Strand, | 
hen the tempeſtuous Sea comes roaring on them. 

Alon. Twas Carlos conquer'd, twas his cruel Chains 
Inflam'd me to a Rage unknown before, 

And thre my former Actions far behind. 

Car. I love fair Leoncra, how | love her! 

Let ſtill I find ( I know not how it is) 

Another Heart, Another Soul for thee. 

Thy Friendſhip warms, it raiſes, it tranſports 

Like Muſick pure the Joy, without Allay ; 

W hoſe very Rapture is Tranquility : 

But Love, like Wine, gives a tumultuous Bliſs, 

Heighten'd indeed beyond all Mortal Pleaſures; 

But mingles Pangs and Madneis in the Bow], 
Enter Zanga. 

Zan. Manue!, my Lord, returning from the Port, 
On Buſineſs, both ot Moment and of Haſte, 

Humbly begs leave to ſpeak in Private with you. 

Car, In private! Ha!. 4lonzo, I' return; 
No Bulinels can detain me long from thee. (Ex. Car. 

Zan. My Lord Alon eo, I obey'd your Orders. 
Alon. Will the fair Leonora pals this way ? 
Zan. She will, my Lord, and ſoon. 
Alon. Come near me, Zanga; 
For [ dare open all my Heart to thee. 
Never was {ucha Day of Triumph known; 
There's not a wounded Captive in my Train, 
That ſlowly followed my proud Chariot W heels, 
With halt a Life and Beggary, and Chains, 
But is a God to me: I am moſt wretched. 
In his Captivity thou know ſt Don Carlos, | 
B My 
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My Friend (and never was a Friend moredear) 
eputed me his Advocate in Love, 
o talk to Leonora's Heart and make 
A tender Party in her Thoughts for him. 
What did I do? Ilov'd my ſelf, indeed 
One thing there is might leſſen my Offence, 
(1f ſuch Offence admits of being leſſen d) 
I thought him dead; for (by what Fate 1 know not) 
His Letters never reach'd me, 
Zang (A ſide.) Thanks to Zanga. 
W ho thence contriv'd that Evil which has happen'd. 
Alon. Yes curs'd of Heaven! Ilov'd my ſelt and now 
In a late Action, reſcu'd from the Moors. 
I have brought home my Rival in my Friend. 
Zan. We hear, my Lord, that in that Action too, 
Your interpoiing Arm preſerv'd his Life. | 
Alon. It did with more than the Expence of Mine; 
For oh! his Day is mention'd for their Nuptials. 
But ſee, ſhe comes, I'll take my leave, and die. 
Zan. (A de.) Hadſt thou a thouſand Lives thy Death 
would pleaſe me. 
Unhappy Fate! my Country overcome! 
My ſix Years Hope of Vengeance quite expir'd ! 
Would Nature were I wil! not fall alone: 
But other's Groans ſhall tell the World my Death. 
Enter Leonora. 
Alon. When Nature ends with Anguiſh like to this, 
Sinners ſhall take their laſt leave of the Sun, 
And bid his Light adieu. 
Leon. The mighty Conqueror + 
Diſmay'd? I thought you gave the Foe your Sorrows, 
Alon, O cruel latult! :re thoſe Tears your Sport, 
Which nothing but a Love for you coulu draw £ 
Ajrick I quell'd, in hope by that to purchaſe 
Your leave to figh unicorn'd ; but I complain not; 
*T was but a World, and you are Leonc ra. 
Leo. That Paſlion which you boaſt of, is your Gult, 
A Treaſon to your Friend. You think mean of me, 
To plead your Crimes as Motives ot my Love. 
Aon. You, Madam, ought to thank thoſe Crimes] 
blame; Ti 
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ou to be thus inhuman, 


Tis they PRs | 
Without the Centare both of Earth and Heav n 


1 fondly thought a laſt Look might be kind. 


Farewel for ever, This ſevere Behaviour 
Has, to my Comfort, made it ſweet to die. 


Leon. Farewel for ever !- Sweet to die! O 
Heav'n! (Aſide. 
Alonzo, Stay, you muſt not thus eſcape me; 
But hear your Guilt at large. 


Alon. O Leonora 

What could I do? In Duty to my Friend, 

I ſaw you; and to ſee, is to admire. 

For Carlos did | plead, and moſt fincerely : 
Witneſs the thouſand Agonies it colt me. 

You know | did, I ſought but your Eſtcem, 

It that is Guilt, an Angel had been guilty. 

I often ſigh d. nay, wept, but could not help it ; 
And ſure it is no Crime to be in Pain. 

But grant my Crime was great, I'm greatly curs'd, 
What would you more? Am l not moſt undone ? 
This Uſage is like ſtamping on the Murder'd, 
When Life is led. Moſt barbarous and unjuſt. 

Leon. It from your Guilt none ſuffer'd but your ſelf, 
It might be ſo Farewc]. (Going. 

Alon. Who ſuffers with me: 

Leon. Injoy your Ignorance, and let me go. 

Alon. Alas! What is there I can tear to know, 
Since I already know your Hate? Your Actions 
Have long ſince told me that. 

Leon, They flatter'd you. 

Alon. How ? flatter'd me! 

Leon. O ſearch in Fate no farther ! 

I hate thee, O Alonzo! How I hate thee! 

Alon. Indeed? and do you weepfor Hatred too? 
O what adoubtful Torment heaves my Heart! 

it muſt and yet I dread it more? 
Should it be ſo! Should ber Tears flow from thence / 
How wou'd my Soul blaze up in Exſtaſy 
Ah! no: How ſink into Depth of Horrors? 

Leon, Why would you force my Stay ? 

"WY Alon. 
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Alon. What mean theſe Tears ? 
Leon. 1 weep by Chance; nor have my Tears a Mean. 


But Oh! when firſt I ſaw Alonzos Tears, (ing; 
I knew their Meaning well. 

(Alon, — on his Knees, and tale: 

L her Hand. (which 


Alon, Heav'ns! what is This? That Excellence for 
Deſire was planted in the Heart of Man; 
Virtue's ſupreme Rewardon this fide Heav'n; 
The Cordial ot my Soul and This Deſtroys me 
Indeed | Flatter'd me that thou didſt Hate. 
Leon. Alon xo, pardon me the Injury 
Ot loving you. I ſtruggled with my Paſſion, 
And ſtruggled long; let that be ſome Excuſe. 
Alon. Unkind! you know I think your Love a Bleſſing 
Beyond all Human Bleſſings, tis the Price 
Of Sighs and Groans, and a whole Year of dying: 
But oh the Curſe of Curſes! O my Friend. 
Leon. Alas! 
Alon. M hat ſays my Love? Speak, Leonora. 
Leon. Was it for you, my Lord, to be ſo quick 
In finding out Objections to our Love! 
Think you ſo ſtrong my Love, or weak my Virtue, 
It was unſate to leave that Part to me ? 
Alon, Is not the Day then fix'd for your Eſpouſils ? 
Leon. Indeed, my Father once bad thought that way ; 
But marking how the Marriage pain'd my Heart, 
Long he ſtood doubt ful; but at laſt reſolv'd, 
Your Counſel, which deter mines him in all, 
Should finiſh the Debate. 
Alon. O Agony! 
Muſt I not only loſe her? but be made, 
My ſelf the Inſtrument ! Not only Die; 
But plunge the Dagger in my Heart my ſelt ? 
| This is refining on Calamity. (mine? 
Leon. Whar! do you tremble, leſt you ſhould be 
For whatelſe can you tremble ? not for that * 3 
My Father places in your Pow'r to alter. (Friend 
lou. What's in my Pow'r? O yes, to ſtab my 
Leon. 
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Leon. To ſtab your Friend were barbarous indeed ! 
Spare him - and murder me I own, Alonzo, 
You well may wonder at ſuch Words as theſe, 
I (tart at them my ſelt, they fright my Nature. 
Greatis my Fault; but blame not me alone, 
Give him a little Blame, who took ſuch Pains 
To make me Guilty, 
Alon, Torment! ( After a Pauſe, Leon. ſpeaks. 
Leon, O my Shame! 


| ue and ſue in vain; it is moſt juſt : 


When Women ſue, they ſue to be deny d. 
You hate me, you diſpiſe me, you do well; 
For what I've done, I hate and ſcorn my ſelf. 
O Night, fall on me ! I ſhall bluſh to Death. 
Alon. Firſt periſh all. 
Leon. Say, what have you reſolv'd ? 
My Father comes, what Aniwer will you give him? 
Alon. What Anſwer ! Let me look upon that Face, 
And read it there Devote thee to another ! 
Not to be born! A ſecond Look undoes me. 
Leon. And why undo you? Is it then my Lord, 
So terrible to yield to your own Wiſhes, 
Becauſe they ro concur with mine ? 
Cruel! to take fuch Pains to win a Heart, SMT 7, 
Which you was conſcious you mult break with parting. 
Alon. No. Leonora, I am thine for ever. 
(Runs and embraces her. 
la ſpite of Carlos — Ha! Who's that? My Friend? 
(Starts wide from her, 


Alas! I fee him pale, I hear him groan; 


He foams, he tairs his Hair, he raves, he bleeds. 

(I know him by my ſelt) He dies diſtracted. 

Leon. How dreadful to be cut from what we love! 
Alon. Ah! Speak no more. 

Leon. And ty d to what we hate 

Alon. Oh! 

Leon. Is it poſſible ? 

Alon, Death 

Leon. Can you? 

Alen. Oh 
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Yet take a Limb ; but let my Virtue ſcape. 
Alas! my Soul, this Moment I die for thee. 


(Breaks away, 
Leon. And are you | nx any then for Virtue's ſake ? 
v 


How often have you {worn? but go forever! (Swoons, 
Alon. Heart of my Heart! Eſſence of my Joy 
The Groans of Friendſhip ſhall be heard no more. 
For whatſoever Crimes | can commit, 
P've felt the Pains already. 
Leon, Hold Alonzo, 
And hear a Maid, whom doubly thou haſt conquer'd. 
I love thy Virtue, as I love thy Perſon, 
And I adore thee for the Pains it gave me; 
But as I felt the Pains, I'll reap the Fruit, 
I'll ſhine out in my Turn, and ſhew the World 
Thy greatExample was not loſt upon me. 
Be it enough that I have once been guilty; 
In fight of ſuch a Pattern to perſiſt, 
Ill ſuits a Per ſon hour d with your Love. 
My other Titles to that Bliſs are weak, 
I muſt deſerve it, by refuſing it. 
Thus then I tear thee from thy Hopes for ever. 
Shall I contribute ro Alonzo's Crimes? 
No, tho' the Lite-Blood guſhes from my Heart. 
You ſhall not be aſham'd of Leonora, 


Or that late Time may put our Names together. 
Nay, aever ſhrink ; take back the bright Example 
Lou lately lent, O take it while you may, 
While I can give it you, and be Immortal. (Ex 
Alon. She's gone, and | ſhall ſee that Face no more; 
But pine in Abſence, and till Death adore. 
W hen with cod Dew my fainting Brow is hung, 
And my Eyes D:rken, from my falt'ring Tongue 
Her Name wiiltremble in a feeble Moan, 
And Love with Fatedivide my dying Groan, 


A C 


kk. 


The REVENGE. 23 


ACT I. SCENE I. 


Enter Manuel, and Zanga. 


Zan. I F this be true, I cannot blame your Pain 
For wretched Carlos; tis but human in you. 
But when arriv'd your diſmal News? 

Man. This Hour. 

Zan, What, nota Veſſel ſav'd! 

Man. All, all the Storm 
Devour'd, and now o'er his late envy*d Fortune 
The Dolphins bound, and watry Mountains roar, 
Triumphant in bis Ruin. 

Zan. Is Alvarez 
Determin d to deny his Daughter to him ? 

That Treaſure was on Shore ; muſt that too join 
The common Wreck ? 

Man. .: lvarez pleads indeed 

That Leonora's Heart is diftnclin'd, 

And pleads that only; ſoit was this Morning, 

When heconcurr'd : The Tempeſt broke the Match: 
And funk his favour, when it tunk the Gold. 
The Love of Gold is double in his Heart, 

The Vice ot Age, and of Alvarez too. 

Zan. How does Don Carlos bear it ? 

Man. Like a Man | 
Whole Heart feels moſt a human Heart can feel, 
And reaſons beſt a human Heart can Reaſon, 

Zan. But is he then in abſolute Deſpair ? 

Man, Never to ſee his Leonora more. 

And quite to quench all future Hope ; Alvarez 

Urges Alonzo to eſpouſe his Daughter 

This very Day; for he has learnt their Loves. 
Zan. Ha! was not that receiv'd with Extaſie 


By Don Alonzo? 


Man. Les, at firſt; but ſoon : 
A Dampcame o'er him, it would kill his Friend. 


B 4 Zan. 
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Zan. Not if his Friend conſented ; and fince now 
He can't himſelf c{pouſe her 
Man, Let to ask it 
ſomething ſhocking to a generous Mind, 
Ar lend Al — Spirit flartles at it. 
Wide is the Diſtance between our Deſpair, 
And giving up a Miſtreſs to another. 
But muſt leave you. Carlos wants Support 
In his ſevere Affliction. (Exit Manuel, 
Zan. Ha! it dawns! 
It riſes to me like a new found M or id 
To Mariners long time diſtreſs'd at Sea, 
Sore trom a Storm, and all their Viands ſpent ; —— 
Or like the Sun juſt riſing out of Chaos, 
dome dregs ot antient Night not quite purg d off: 
But ſhall I finiſh it Hoa! 1/abz:lla! 
Enter Iſabell2. 
I thought of dying; better Things come forward 
Vengeance is ſtill alive; from her dark Cover, 
With all her Snakes ere& upon her Creft, 
She ſtalks in View, and fires me with her Charms. 
When, Iſabel, arriv'd Don Carlos here 
1/ab. Two Nights ago. FA 
Zan, That was the very Night 
Betore the Battle Memory, ſet down that. 
It has the Eſſence of a Crocodile, | 
Tho! yet but in the Shell I'll give it Birth 
What Time did he return ? 
Iſab. At Midnight. 
Zan, So 
Say, did he {ee that Night his Leonora? 
I/ab. No, my good Lord. 
Zan. No matter tell me, Woman, 
Is not Alonzo rather Brave than Cautious, 
Honeſt than Subtle, above Fraud himſelf, 
Slow therefore to ſuſpect it in another? 
{{ab. Youbeft can judge; but fo the World thinks of 
kim. (Ex lfab. 
Zan. Why, that is well — go fetch my Tablets hither, 
Two Nights ago, my Father's ſacred Shade, 


Thrice 
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Thrice ſtalk d around my Bed, and {mil'd upon me, 

He ſmil'd a Joy then Mile underſtood —— 

It muſt be ſo and if fo, it is Vengeance 

Worth waking of the Dead for. 

Re-enter label with the Tablets, Tanga writes, then reads 
as 10 * 


Thus it ſtands 
The Father's fixt Don Carlos cannot weed 
Alonxo may but that will hurt his Friend 
Nor can he ask his leave or it hedid, 
He might not gain it it is hard to give 
Our own Conſent to Ills, tho we muſt bear them. 
Were it not then a Maſter - piece, worth all 
The Wiſdom 1 can boaſt, firit to perſwade 
Alonzo to requeſt it of his Friend, 
His Friend to grant then from that very Grant, 
The ſtrongeſt Proof of Friendſhip Man can give, 
(And other Motives ) to work out 4 Cauſe 
Of Jealouſy to rack Alonzo's Peace 
I have turn d o'er the Catalogue of Woes, 
Which ſting the Heart of Man, and find none equal. 
It is the Hydra of Calamities, 
The Seven- fold Death, The Jealous are the — d. 
O Jealouſy ! Each other Paſſion's calm 
To thee, thou Conflagrat on ot the Soul! 
Thou King of Torments! Thou grand Counterpoize 
For all the Tranſports Beauty can inſpire! 

iſab. Alonzocomes this Way. 

Zan. Moſt opportunely. 
Withdraw—— Ye ſubtle Demons, which reſide (Ex. lab. 
In Courts, and do your Work with Bows and Smiles. 
That little Engin'ry, more miſchievous 
Than Fleets, and Armies, and the Cannon's Murder, 
Teach me tolook a Lye, giveme your maze 
Of gloomy Thought. and intricate Deſign 
To catch the Man I bate, and then devour, 

Ezter Alonzo, 

My Lord, I give you Joy. 

Alon, Ot what, good Zanga } 

Zan. Isgot the lovely Leonora yours? 
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Alon. What will become of Carlos ? 
Zan. He's your Friend ; 
And fince he can't eſpouſe the Fair himſelf, 
Will take ſome Comfort trom Alonzo's Fortune. 
Alon. Alas! Thou little know'ſt the Force of Love; 
Love reigns a Sultan with unrivall'd (way, 
Puts all Relations, Friendſhip's {elf to Death, 
If once he's Jealous of it. I love Carlos, 
Yet well I know what Pangs I feltth's Morning 
At his intended Nuptials. For my ſelt 
I then felt Pains, which now for him I feel. 
Zan. You will not wed her then? 
Alon. Not inſtantly : 
Inſult bis broken Heart the very Moment! 
Zan, 1 underſtand you : Bur you'll wed hereafrer, 
When your Friend's gone, and his firſt Pain aſſwag'd 2? 
Alon. Am 1 toblame tor that? 
Zan, My Lord, Love 
Your very Errors, they are born from Virtue. 
Your Friendſhip (and what nobler Paſſion claims 
Tae Heart?) does lead you blinc-told to your Ruin. 
Conſider, wheretore did Alvarez break 
Don Carlos's Match, and wheretore urge Alonzo's ? 
Tas the {ame Cauſe, the Love of Wealth : To-morrow 
May ſee Alon ⁊o in Don Carlos's Fortune; 
A higher Bidder is a better Friend, 
And there are Princes figh tor Leonora. ( Cauſe 
W hen your Friend's gone, you'll wed; why then the 
Which gives you Leonora now, will ceale. 
Carlos has loſt her; ſhould you loſe her too, 
Why then, you heap new Torments on your Friend 
By that Reſpect which labour'd to relieve him 
Tis well. he is dilturb'd, it makes him pauſe. (Aſide. 
Alon. Think'ſt thou my Zang a, ſhou'd Lask DonCarlos, 
His Goodneſs would con ſent that I ſhould wed her ? 
Zan. I know it would. 
Alon. But then the Crue'ty 
To ask it, and for me to ask it of him! 
Zan. Methinks you are ſevere upon your Friend. 
W ho was it gave him Liberty and Life? 


Alen. 
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Alon, That is the very Reaſon which forbics it. 
Were | a Stranger, I could treely {peak : 
In me, it ſo re!embles a Demand, 
Exacting of a Debt, it ſhocks my Nature. 
Zan. My Lord, you know the fad Alternative, 
Is Leonora worth one Pang or not? 
It hurts not me, my Lord, but as I love you, 
Warmly as you I wiſh Don Carlos well; 
But I am likewiſe Don 4:0nz0's Friend: 
There all the Difference lies between us two. 
In me, my Lord, you hear another ſelt, 
And give me leave to add, a better coo, 
Clear'd trom thoſe Errors, which, tho' caus'd by Virtue 
Are ſuch as may hereafter give you Pain, 
Don Lopez. ot Caſtile would not demur thus. 
Alon. Periſh the Name! What! Sacrifice the Fair 
To Age and Illneſs, becauſe let in Gold? 
Il to Don Carlos, if my Heart will let me. 
I have not ſeen him ſince his fore Affliction; 
But ſhun'd it, as too terrible to bear. 
How ſhall I bear it now? I'm ſtruck already. (Ex. Alon. 


Zan, Half of my Work is done, I muſt ſecure 
Don Carlos, e'er Alonzo ſpeaks with him. 


27 


He gives a Meſſage to a Servant, then returns.) 


Proud, hated Spain! Oft drench'd in Mocriſh Blood; 
Doſt thou not teel a deadly Foe within thee? 
Shake not thy Tow'rs where-c'er | piſs along, 
Conſcious of Ruin, and their great Deſtroyer ? 
Shake to the Centre, it Alonzo's dear. 
Look down, O holy Prophet! See my Torture 
This Chriſtian Dog, this Infidel which dares 
To ſmite thy Votaries, and ſpurn thy Law; 
And yet hopes Pleaſure from two raciant Eyes, 
W hich look as they were lighted up for thee! 
Shall he enjoy thy Paradiſe below ? (Charme. 
Blaſt the bold Thought, and curſe him with her 
But ſee the melancholy Lover comes. 
Enter Don Car'os. 


Car. Hope, thou haſt tod me Lies from Day to Day, 
For more than twenty Years; vile Promiſer! 


None 
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None here are happy but the very Fool, 
Or very Wiſe; and | want Fool enough, 
To {mile in Vanities, and hug a Shadow; 
Nor have Wiſdom to elaborate 
An artificial Happineſs from Pains : 
Even Joysare Pains, becauſe they cannot laſt, (Sights. 
Yet much is talk d of Bliſs, it is the Art 
Ot ſuch as have the World in their Poſſeſſion, 
To give it a good Name, that Fools may envy ; 
Fos Envy to ſmall Minds is Flattery. 
How many liftthe Head, look gay, and ſmile 
Againſt their Conſciences? and this we know, 
Yet knowing disbelieve, and try again 
What we have try d, and ſtruggle with Conviction. 
Each ge Experience gives the former Credit, 
And reverend Grey Threzſcore is but a Voucher, 
That Thirty told us true. 
Zan. My noble Lord! 
I mourn your Fate: but are no Hopes ſurviving ? 
Car. No Hopes. Alvarez has a Heart of Steel: 
"Tis fixt, vis paſt, tis abſolute Deſpair. 
Zan. You wanted not to have your Heart made ten- 
By your own Pains, to feel a Friend's Diſtreſs. 
Car. I underftand you well. Alonzo loves; 
I pity him. 
Zan, I dare be ſworn you do. 
Yet he nas other thoughts. 
Car, What can'ſt thou mean ? 
Zan. Indeed he has, and tears to ask a Favour, 
AStranger from a Stranger might requeſt, 
W hat colts you Nothing, yet it is Ali to him, 
Nay what indeed will to your Glory add, 
For nothing more than wiſhing your Friend well. 
Car. I pray be plain: His Happineſs is mine. 
Zan. He loves to Death; but ſo reveres his Friend, 
He can't perſuade his Heart to wed the Maid, 
Without your Leave, and that he fears to ask, 
In perfect Tenderneſs ; I urg'd him to it, 
Knowing the deadly Sickneſs of his Heart, 
Your overflowing Goodneis to your Friend, 1 
| our 


The REVENGE, 29 


Your Wiſdom, and Deſpair your ſelf to wed her ; 
I wrung a Promiſe from him he would try; 
And, now | come a mutual Friend to both, 
| Without his — — let you _— 
And to prepare y to receive him. 6 
Car. Ah! a I am undone indeed ; 
Not Don Alvarex (elf can then relieve me. 
Zan, Alas! My Lord, you know his Heart is Steel, 
'Tis fixt, "tis paſt, itis abſolute Deſpair. 
Car. O cruel Heav'o! and is it not 
That I muſt never, never fee her more! 
Say, is it not enough that I muſt die; 
But muſt I be tormented in the Grave? 
Ask my Conſent! Muſt I then give her to him? 
Lead to his Nuptial Sheets the bluſhing Maid ? | 
Oh; Leonora! never, never, never! 
Zan, A Storm of Plagues upon him; he retuſcs.( Aſide. 
Car, What! Wed her — to-day ? 
Zan, To-day, ornever. © 
To-morrow may ſome wealthier Loves bring, 
And then Alonzo is thrown out like you. 
Then whom ſhall he condemn for his Misfortune ? 
Carlos is an Alvarez to his Love. 
Car. O Torment / Whither ſhall I turn? 
Zan, To 
Car. Which is the Way? f 
Zan. His Happineſs is yours, "Rk 
I dare not disbelieve you. * Haare 14 
Car. Kill my Friend! _ 
Or worſe? — Alas! and ean there bea worſe — {Ph 
A worſe there is; nor can my Nature bear it. 10 
Zan, You have convinc'd me, tis a dreadful Task. 2 
I find Alonzo's quitting her this Morning # þ 
For Carlos's ſake, in Tenderneſs to you, 1 
Betray d me to believe it leſs ſevere 1 
Then l perceive, it i g O FW! 
Car. Thou doſt upbraid me. 1 
Zan. No, my good Lord; but ſince you can't comply, TY; 
Tis my Misfortunethat I mention'd it: 1 
For had | not, Alonzo would indecd 


Have 
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Have dy'd, as now ; but not by your Decree, 
Car. By my Decree ? do I decree his Death? 
1do Shall I then lead her to his Arms > 
Oh! which ſide ſhall I take? be ſtabb'd ? or ſtabb' d? 
"Tis equal Death, a Choice of Agonies. 
Ah no! all other Agonies are Eaſe | 
To one !\— 0 Leonor \—— Neyer, never! 
Go Zanga, go, defer the dreadful Tryal, 
Tho? but a Day, ſomething perchance may happen 
To ſoften all to Friendſhip, and to Love. 
Go, ſtop my Friend, let me not ſee him now, 
But fave us trom an Interview ot Death. 

Zan, My Lord, I'm bound in Duty to obey you 

If L not bring him, may Alonzo proſper. ( Aſide. Ex. Zan. 


Car. What is this World 7 Thy School, O Miſery! 
Our only Leſſon is to learn to iuffer, | 


And he who knows not that, was born for Nothing. 
Tho' deep my Pangs, and heavy at my Heart, 
My Comfortis, each Moment takes away 
A Grain at leaſt from the dead Load tbat's on me, 
And gives a nearer Proſpect of the Grave. 
But put it moſt ſeverely — ſhould I live ? 
Live long? Alas! there is no Length in Time; 
Not in thy Time, O Man! Whet's tourſcore Years ? 
Nay, what indeed, the Age of Time it ſelt, e 
Since cut from our Eternity's wide Round ? 
Avray then. Toa Mind Reſolv'd and W ile, 
There is an |mpotence in Miſery, 
Which makes me ſmile, when all its Shaſts are in me. 
Yet, Leonora She can make Time long, 
Its Nature alter, as ſhe alter d mine 
While in the Luſtre of her Charms I lay, 
hole Summer Suns roll'd unperceiv d away 
I Years for Days, and Days for Moments told, 
And was ſupriz d to hear that I grewold ; 
Now Fate does rigidly its Dues regain, 
and every Moment is an Age of Pain. 
As he is going out, Enter Tanga and Alonzo, Tanga 
ſtods Carlos. 
Zan. Is this Don Carlos? this the boaſted Friend? 


Hey 
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How can you turn your Lack upon his Sadneſs? 
Look on him, and then leave him it you can. 
W hoſe Sorrows thus depreſs him Not his own ; 
This Moment he could wed, without your Leave. 
Car. I cannot yield; nor can I bear his Griefs. 
Alonzo! (Going to him, and taking his Hand. 
Alon, O Carlos! 
Car. Pray torbear. 
Alon, Art thou undone ? and ſhall Alonzo ſmile ? 
Alonzo? who perhaps in ſome Degree 
Contributed to cauſe thy dreadtul Fate? 
I was depured Guardian of thy Love; 
But oh! I lov'd my ſelf. Pour down Afflictions 
On this devoted Head Make me your Mark! 
And be the World by 8 taught, 
How ſacred it ſhould the Name of Friend. 
Car. You charge your ſelf unjuſtly; well I know 
The only Cauſe ot my ſevere Affliction. 
Alvarez, curs'd Alvarex— ſo much Anguiſh 
Felt tor ſo ſmall a Failure, is one Merit 
Which taultleſs Virtue wants: The Crime was mine, 
Who plac'd thee there, where only thou could ſt fail; 
Tho? well I knew that dreadful Poſt of Honour 
I gave thee to maintain. Ah! W ho could bear 
ſe Eyes, unhurt? The Wounds my ſelf have felt, 
( W hich wounds alone ſhould cauſe me to condemn thee) 
They plead in thy Excuſe; for I tooſtrove 
To ſhun their Fires, and found 'twas not in Man. 
Alon. You caſt in Shades the Failures of a Friend, 
And ſoften all; but think not you deceive me: 
I know my Guilt, and I implore your ardon, 
As the ſole Glimpſe I can obtain of Peace. 
Car. Pardon tor him who but this Morning threw 
Fair Leonora from his Heart, all bath'd 
In ceaſeleſs Tears, and bluſhing with her Love? 
Wrolike a Roſe-leaf, wet with Morning Dew, 
Would have ftuck cloſe, and clung for ever there? 
But twas in thee, thro? Fondneſsto thy Friend 
To ſhut the Boſom againſt Exrahfies ; 


For which, while this Pulle beats, it beats to thee, 
While 
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While this Blood flows, it lows for my Alonzo, 
And every wiſh is levellPd at thy Joy. 
Zan. to Alon. My Lord, my Lord, this is your Time 


to ſpeak. 
Fur Becauſe he's kind ? it therefore is the 
For tis his Kindneſs which I fear to hurt. (worſt; 


Shall the ſame Moment ſee him fink in Woes, 
And me providing tor a Flow of Joys, 
Rich in the Plunder of his Happineſs? 
No, I may die; but can never ſpeak. 
Car. Now, now it comes! they are concertingit, 
The firſt Word ſtrikes me dead O Leonora ! 
And ſhall another taſte her fragrant Breath 
Who knows what After-time may bring to "nad 
Fathers may change, and I may wed her ſtill, (Aſide, 
Alon. to Zan, Do not ſee him quite poſſeſs'd with 
| Anguiſh, 
Which, like a Dzmon, writhes him to and fro ? 
And ſhall I pour in new ? No, fond Defire, 
No, Love! One Pang at parting, and farewel. 
I have no other Love but Carlos now. 
Car. Alas! my Friend why with ſuch eager Graſp 
Doſt preſs my Hand, and weep upon my Cheek? 
Alon. It, after Death, our Forms (as ſome believe) 
Shall be tranſparent, naked every Thought, 
And Friends meet Friends, and read each other's Hearts, 
Thou'it know one Day, that thou waſt held moſt dear, 
Farewel. | 
Car. Alonzo, ſtay——he cannot ſpeak—— (holds him. 
Leit it ſhould grieve me ſhall I be 0.ut-done ? 
And loſe in Glory, as I loſe in Love? (Aſide. 
I take it much unkindly, my Alonzo, 
You think ſo meanly of me, not to ſpeak, 
When wel! | know your Heart is near to burſting. 
Have you forgot how you have bound meto you? 
Your {mal eſt Friendſhip's Liberty, and Lite. 
Aon. There, there it is, my Friend, it cuts me there. 
Hor / dreadful is it to a generous Mind 
To ask, when ſure he cannot be deny d? 
Car, How greatly thought ! in all he tow'rsabove me. 
| Then 
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Then you confefs you wou'd ask ſomething of me, 

Alon. No, on my Soul. 

Zan, to Alon. Then loſe her. 

Car. ( Aſide.) Glorious Spirit! 
Why, whata Pang has he run thro' for this? 
By Heav'n, | envy him his Agonies ! 
Why was not mine the moſt illuſtrious Lot 
Of ſtarting at one Action from below; 
And flaming up into conſummate Greatneſs! 
Ha! Angels, ſtrengthen me! lt ſhall be fo, 
I can't want Strength. Great Actions once conceiv'd, 
Strengthen like Wine, and animate the Soul, 
And call themſelves to Being My Alonzo! 
Since thy great Soul diſdains to make Requeſt, 
Receive with Favour that I make to thee. 
Alon. What means my Carlos ? 
Car. Pray obſerve me well. 
Fate and Alvarez tore her from my Heart, 
And plucking up my Love, they had well nigh 
Pluck d up Life too, for they were twin'd together. 
Of that no more What now does Reaſon bid? 
I cannot wed . Farewel my Happineſs ; 
But, O my Soul, provide with Care for hers, 
In Life, how weak, how helpleſs is a Woman! 
Soon hurt, in Happineſs itſelf unſafe, 
And often — while ſhe plucks the Roſe; 
$o properly the Object of Affliction, 
That Heav'n is pleas'd to make Diſtreſs become her, 
And dreſſes her moſt amiably in Tears. | 
Take then my Heart in Dow'ry with the Fair, 
Be thou her Guardian, and thou muſt be mine, 
Shut out the thouſand preſſing Ills of Life 
With thy ſurrounding Arms Do this, and then 
Set down the Liberty and Lite thou gav'ſt me, 
As little Things, as Eſlays of thy Goodneſs, 
And Rudiments of Friendſhip ſo Divine. 

Alon. There is a Grandeur in thy Goodneſs to me, 
Which with thy Foes would render thee ador'd ; 
But have a Care; nor think I can be pleas'd 
With any Thing that lays in Pains for thee, 

0 Thou 
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Thou doſt diſſemble, and thy Heart's in Tears. 
Car. My Heart's in Health, my Spirits dance their 
And at my Eye Pleaſure looks out in Smiles. (Round, 
Alon. And canſt thou, canſt thou part with Leonora: 
Car. I do not part with her, I give her thee. 
Alon. O Carlos! 
Car. Don't diſtruſt me, I'm ſincere 
Nor is it more than ſimple Juſtice in me. 
This Morn didſt thou reſign ber for my Sake; 
but perform a Virtue learnt from thee; 
Diſcharge a Debt, and pay her to thy Wiſhes. 
Alon. Ah how ?--but think not Words were ever made 
For ſuch Occaſions. Silence, Tears, Embraces, 
Are languid Eloquence, III ſeek Relief 
In Abſence from the Pain of ſa much Goodneſs. 
There thank the beſt above, thy ſole Superiors, 
Adore, and raiſe my Thoughts of them by thee, (Exit. 
Zan. Thus far Succeſs has crown'd my boldeſt Hope, 
My next Care is to baſten theſe new Nuptials, 
And then my Maſter- works begin to play. 

Why this was greatly done, without one Sigh (To Car. 
To carry ſuch a Glory to its Period. | 
Car, Too ſoon thou praiſeſt me. He's gone, and now 

I muſt unſluice my overburden d Heart. | 

And let it low. I would not grieve my Friend 

With Tears ; nor interrupt my great Deſt 

Great ſure as ever human Breaſt durſt think of. 

But now my Sorrows, long with Pain ſuppreſt, 
Kurſt their Confinement with impetuous Sway, 
O'er {well al Bounds, and bearev'n Life away. 
So, till the Day was won, the Greek renown'd 
With Anguiſh wore-the Arrow in his Wound, 
Then drew the Shaft from out his tortur'd Side, 
Let guſhtheTorreat of his Blood, and dy'd. 
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ACT III. SCENE I. 


Enter Zanga and Iſabella. 
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oy, Thou welcome Stranger! twice three Years 
have not felt thy Vital Beam, but now 
It warms my Veins, and plays around my Heart: 
A fiery inſtinct lifts me from the Ground, 
And I could mount! The Spirits numberleſs 
Of my dear Countrymen, which Yeſterday 
Left their poor bleeding Bodies on the Field, 
Are all aſſembled here, and o'er inform me 
O Bride Great indeed thy preſent Bliſs; 
Yetev'nby me unenvy'd ; for be ſure 
It is thy laſt, thy laſt Smile, that which now 
Sits on thy Cheek; enjoy it while thou may ſt, 
Anguiſh, and Groans, and Death beſpeak To-morrow. 
My 1ſabella' | | 
Iſaò. W hat commands my Moor? 
Zan, My fair Ally / My lovely Miniſter ! 
"Twas well Alvarez by my Arts impell'd, 
(Toplunge Don Carlos in the laſt Deſpair, 
And ſo prevent all future Moleftation, ) 
Finiſh'd the Nuptials ſoon as he reſolv'd them, 
This Conduct ripen d all for Me, and Ruin. 
Scarce had the Prieſt the holy Rite perform d, 
When I. by ſacred Inipiration, forg'd 
That Letter, which I truſted to thy Hand; 
That Letter, which in glowing Terms conveys 
From happy Carlos to fair Leonora | 
The moſt profound Acknowledgment of Heart 
For wondrous Tranſports, which he never knew. 
This is a good ſubſervient Artifice, 
To aid the nobler Workings of my Brain. 
Iſab. I quickly dropt it in the Bride's Apartment, 
As you commanded. 
Zan. With a lucky — | 
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For ſoon Alonzo found it; I obſery'd him 
From out my ſecret Stand. He took it up; 
But ſcarce was it untolded to his Sight, 
When he, as if an Arrow pierc'd his E 
Started, and trembling dropt it on the 
Pale and aghaſt awhile my Victim ſtood, 
Diſguis d a Sigh or two, and puff d them from him; 
Then rubb'd his Brow, and took it up again. 
At firſt he look d as it he meant to read it; 
But check d by riſing Fears, hecruſh'd it Thus, 
And thruſt it, like an Adder, in his Boſom. 
Iſab. But if he read it not, it cannot ſting him, 
At leaſt not mortally. 
Zan, At firſt I thought ſo; 
But farther Thought informs me otherwiſe, 
And turns this Diſappointment to Account. 
He more ſha'l credit it becauſe unſcen, 
(It 'tis unſeen) as thou anon may'lt find. 
I/ab That woultl indeed commend my Zangs's Skill. 
Zan. This. Iſabella, is Don Carlos s Picture; 
Take it, and ſo diſpoſe of it, that found, 
It may riſe up a Witneſs of her Love, 
Under her Pillow, in her Cabinet, 
Or elſewhere, as ſhall beſt promote our End. 
Jab. Il weigh it as it's Conſequence requires, 
Then do my utmoſt todeſerve your ſmile. (Ex. Ifab. 
Zan. Is that Alonzo proſtrate on the Ground 
Now he ſtarts up like Flame from ſleeping Embers, 
And wild Diſtraction glares from either Eye. | 
If thus aflight Surmiſe can work his Soul, 
How will the tulneſs of the Tempeſt tear him 
Enter Alonzo, 
Alon. And yet it cannot be I am deceiv'd 
I injure her: ſhe wears the Face of Heav'n. 
Zan. He doubts. 
Alon. I dare not look on This again. 
If the firſt Glance, which gave ſuſpicion only, ' 
Had ſuch effect, ſo ſmote my Heart and Brain, RS: 
The certainty would daſh me all in Pieces, 1 
It cannot Ha! jr muſt, it muſt be true, | — 
| | u. 
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Zan. Hold there and we ſucceed. He hasdeſcry'd me, 
And, for he knows | love him, will unfold 
His aching Heart, and reſt it on my Counſel. 
PFllſcem to gg, to make my Stay morg ſure. 
Alon. Hgld, Zanga, turn. 
Zan. My Lord. 
Alon. Shut cloſe the Doors, 
That not a Spirit find an Entrance here. 
Zan. My Lord's obey'd. 
Alon, 1 tee that thou art frighted. 
It thou doſt love me, I ſhall fill thy Heart 
With Scorpian's Stings. 
Zan, If I do love, my Lord? 
Alon. Come near me, let me reſt upon thy Boſom, 
What Pillow like the Boſom of a Friend? 
And I am fick at Heart. 
Zan. Speak Sir, O Speak, 
And take me from the Wreck! 
Alon. And is there need 
Of Words? Behold a Wonder! See my Tears! 
Zan, | teel them too. Heav'n grant my Senſes fail me 
I rather would loſe them than have this real. | 
Alon. Gotake a Round thro' all things in my Thought 
And find that One; for there is only One 
Which could extort my Tears; find that and tell 
Thy ſelf my Miſery, and ſpare me the Pain. 
Zan. Sorrow can think but iI am bewilder'd ; 
I know not where | am. 
Alon. Think, think no more. 
It ne'er can enter in an honeſt Heart, 
IIIl tell thee then I cannot. Yer I do 
By wanting Force to give it Utterance. | 
Zan. Speak, caſe your Heart ; its Throbs will break 
your Eoſom. 
Alon. I am moſt happy: mine is Victory, 
Mine the King's Favour, mine the Nation's Shaut, 
And great Men make their Fortunes of my Smiles. 
O Curie of Curſes / in the lap ot Bleſſing 
To be moſt Curſt ! _ My Leonora's Falſe! 
Zan. Save me, my Lord! 
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Alon, My Leonora's falſe. (Gives him the Letter. 


Zan, Then Heav'n has loſt its Image here on Earth. 
(While Zanga reads the Letter, he trembies and 
ſhews the utmoſt Concern, 
Alon. Good-natur'd Man! He makes my Pains his own. 
Idurſt not read it; butI read it now 
In thy concern, 
Zan, Did you not read it then? | 
Alon. Mine Eye juſt touch'd it, and cou'd bear no more. 
Zan, Thus periſh all that gives Alonzo Pain. (Tears the 
Alon. Why didſt thou tear it? Lerter. 
Zan. Think of it no more. 


"Twas your Miſtake, and groundleſs are your Fears. 
Alen. And didft thou tremble then for my Miſtake ? 

Or give the whole Contents, or by the Pangs 

That teed upon my Heart, thy Lite's in Danger. 
Zan. Is this Alon xo's Language to his Zanga? 

Draw forth your Sword, and find the Secret here. 

For whoſe fake is it, think you, I conceal it? 

Whereforethis Rage? Becauſe I.ſeek your Peace 

I have no Intereſt in ſuppreſſing it, 

But what good - natur d Tenderneſs for you 

Obliges meto have. Not mine the Heart 

That will be rent in two, not mine the Fame 

That will be damn d, tho all the World ſhould know it; 
Alon. Then my worſt Fears are true, and Life is 
Zan. What has the Raſhneſs of my Paſſion utter d: 

1 know not hat; but Rage is our Diftraction, 

And all its Words are Wind — Yet ſure I think 

I nothing ond but grant I did confeſs. 

What is a Letter? Letters may be forg d. 

For Heaven's ſweet Sake, my Lord, lift up yeur Heart. 

Some Foe to your Repoſe 

Alon. So Heav'n look on me, 


As I can'tfind the Man | have offended. (Shield. 
Zan. ( Aſide.) Indeed! Our Innocence is not our 
They take Offence who have not been 


They ſeek our Ruin too, who {peaks us fair, 
And Death is often ambuſh'd in their Smiles. 
Wie know not whom we have to fear. *Tis certain a 
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A Letter may be forg'd, and in a Point 
Of ſuch a dreadful Conſequence as this, 
One would rely on aought that might be falſe rr 
Think, have you any other Cauſe to doubt her ? 
Away, you can find none, Reſume your Spirit, 
All's well again. 

Alon. O that it were! 

Zan, It is; 
** e would eredit i, which — 

akes Hell ſuperfluous hy ſuperior Pains, 
Without —— as — be withſtood ? 
Has ſhe not ever been to Virtue train d? 
Is not her Fameas ſpotleſs as the Sun, 
Her Sex's Envy, and the Boaſt of Spain? 

Alon. O Zanga'! It is that confounds me moſt, 
That full in Oppoſition to Appearance 

Zan, No more, my Lord, for you condemn yourſelf, 
What is Abſurdity, but te believe 
Againſt Appearance? Lou can't yet, 1 find, 
Subdue your Paſſion to your better Senſe; 
And, Truth to tell, it does not much diſpleaſe me. 
Tis fir our Indiſcretions ſhou'd be check d, 
With ſome Degree of Pain. 

Alon. What Indiſcretion ? 


Zan. Come, you muſt bear to hear your Faults from me. 


Had you not ſent Don Carlos to the Court 
The Night before the Battle, that toul Slave, 
Who torg'd the ſenſeleſs Scroll which give you Pain, 
Had wanted footing for this Villany. | 
Alon. I ſent him not. 
Zan. Not ſent him! Hal That ſtrikes me. 
I thought he came on Meſſage to the King. 
Is there another Cauſe could juftity 
His ſhunning Danger, and the promis'd Fight? 
But I perhaps may think too rigidly, 
So long an Abſence, and impatient Love | 
Alon. In my Contuſion, That had quite eſcap'd me. 
By Heav'n, my wounded Soul does bleed afreſh; 
"Tis clear as Day for Carlos is ſo brave, 
He lives not but on Fame, he hunts for Danger, 
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And is enamour'd of the Face of Death. 
How then could he decline the next Day's Battle. 
But for the Tranſports? Oh it muſtbe ſol... 
Inhuman by the Loſs of his own Honour, 
To buy the Ruin of his Friend! 
Zan. You wrong him; 
He knew notot your Love. 
Alon. Ha! 
Zan, That ſtings home, (Aſide. 
Alon. Indeed, he knew not of my treacherous Love-- 
Proofs riſe on Proots, and ſtill the laſt the ſtrongeſt. 
Th eternal Law of Things declares it true, 
Which calls for Judgments on diſtinguiſh'd Guilt, 
And loves to make our Crime our Puniſhment. 
Love is my Torture, Love was firſt my Crime; 
For ſhe was his, my Friends and he (O Horror) 
Confiicd all in me. O facred Faith? 
How dearly | ab:de the Violation! 
Zan. Were then their Loves far gone ? 
Alon. The Father's Will 
There bore a total Sway ; and he as ſoon 
As News arriv'd that Carlos's Fleet was ſeen 
From off our Coaſt, fir d with the Love of Gold, 
Determin d, that the very Sun which ſaw 


Carlos return, ſhould ſee his Daughter wed. 


Zan. Indeed, my Lord, then you muſt pardon me, 

It Ipreſume to mit gate the Crime. 
Conſider ſtrong Allurements ſoften Guilt; 
Long wos his Ablence, ardent was his Love, 
At Miinight his Return, the next Day deſtin'd 
For his Eipouſals—..'twas a ſtrong Temptation. 
Alon. Temptation! 
Zan. Tas but gaining of one Night. 
Alon. One Night! 

Zan. That Crime could ne'er return again. 

Elon. Again! By Heav'n, thou doſt inſult thy Lord, 
Temptation one Night gain'd! O Stings and Death)? *- 
And am | then undone? Alas, my Zanga! 

And doit thou own it too? Deny it ſtill, 
And reicuc me one Moment from Diſtraction, 
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Zan, My Lord, I hope the beſt. 
Alon, Falſe, fooliſh Hope, 

And infoleat tome! Thou know'lt it talſe ; 

It is as glaring as the Noon-tide Sun. 

Devil! This Morning after three Years Coldneſs, 

To ruſh at once into a Paſſion for me 

Twas time to feign, twas time to get another, 

oy her firſt Fool was ſated with her Beauties. 

What fays my Lord? Did Leonora then 

Never beforedi her Paſſion tor you? 

Alon, Never. | 
Zan, Throughout the whole three Years? 

Alon. O never! never ! — 

Why Zanga, ſhould'it thou ſtrive? tis all in vain 

Tho' thy Soul abours, it can find no Reed 

For Hope to cateh at. Ah! I'm plunging down 

Ten Thouſand Thouſand Fathoins in Deſpair. 

Zan. Hold, Sir, I H break your Fall, Wave every 

Pen, 

And be a Man again Had he enjoy d her, 

Be moſt aſſur d, he had reſigu d her to you 

With leſs ReluQtance. 

Alon. Ha! Refipn her to me 

Reſign her! W ho Refign'd her ? Double Death 

How could 1 doubt ſo long? my Heart is broke. 

Firſt love her to Diſtract ion Then Refign her? 

Zan. But was it not with utmoſt Agony? 
Alen Grant that, he ſtill Refign'd-ber, that's enough, 

Would he pluck out his Eye to pive it me? 

Tear out his Heart - She was his Heart no more 

Nor was it with Reluctance he Reſign'd her. 

By Heav'n he ask'd, he courted me to wed, 

I thoughr ir ſtrange; tis now no langer ſo. 

Zan Was't his Requeſt? are you right ſure of that? 

I fear the Letter was not all a Tale. 

Alon. A Tale! There's Proof equivalent to Sight. 
Zan. I ſhould diſtruſt my Ligh: on this Occaſion. 
Alon. And fo ſhould 1; by Heav'n, I think 1 ſhould. 

What! Leonora, the Divine? by whom 


Wegueſt at Angels? Oh! 1'm all Confuſion, 
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Zan. You now are too much ruffled to think clearly» 


Since Bliſs and Horror, Life and Death on it. 
Go to your Chamber, there maturely weig 
Each Circumſtance ; confider above all, 
That it is Jealouty's liar Nature 

To ſwell {mall Things to Great, nay out of Nought 
To conjure much, and then to loſe its Reaſon, 

Amid the hideous Phantoms it has form'd. 

Alon. Had I ten Thouſand Lives, I'd give them all 
To be deceiv d. I fear tis Dooms-day with. me 5 
And yet ſhe ſeem d fo pure, that I thought Heav'a 
Borrowy d her Form for Virtue's ſelf to wear, 

To gain ber Lovers with the Sons of Men. 


Enter liabella. 


(Exit Alonzo. 


Zan. Thus far it works auſpiciouſly. My Patient 
Thrives underneath my Hand in Miſery. 
He's gone to think, that is to be diſtracted. 
Iſab. I overheard your Conference, and ſaw you, 
To my 4mazement, tear the Letter. 
Zan. There, — | 
There Habella, I out- did my ſelf. 
For tearing it, I not ſecure it only 
In ir's firſt Force, but ſuperadd a new... 
For who can now the Character examine 
To cauie a Doubt, much leſs detect the Fraud? 
Ard tter t-aring it, as loth to ſhew 
Te tou Contents, if I ſhould ſwear it now 
A Forg:ry, my Lord would disbelieve me, 
= more would disbelieve, the _ I ſwore. 
ut is the Picture happily diipor'd of? 
1fa, It is, e | (thiok ! 
Zan, That's well Ah! what is well? O Pang to 
O dire Neceſſity / is this my Province? 
Whither, my Soul! ah! whither art thou ſunk 
Beneath thy Sphere? E'er while, tar, far above 
Such little Arts, D.ſlemblings, Falſhoods, Frauds, 
The Fraſh ot Villany it ſelf, which falls 
To Cowards and poor Wreiches wanting Bread. "RE 
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Does this become a Soldier / this become . 
Whom Armies follow'd, and a People lov d ? 
My Martial Glory withers at the Thought, 
But great my End; and ſince there are no other, | 
Theſe Means are juſt, they ſhine with borrow'd Light 
Illuſtrious from the Purpoſe they purſue. 
And greater ſure my Merit, who to gain 
A Point ſublime, can ſuch a Task ſuſtain, 
To wade thro Ways obſcene, my Honour bend, 
And ſhock my Nature, to attain my End. ; 
Late Time ſhall wonder; That my Joys will raiſe z 
For Wonder is inyoluntary Praiſe. 


ACT 


The REVENGE. 
ACT IV, SCENE I. 
Enter Alonzo and Zanga. 


Alon. NH, whar a Pain to think! when every Thought 
/ Perplexing Thought in Intricacies runs, 
And Reaian knits th inextricable Toil | 
In which her ſelf is taken. I am loſt, 
Poor * aſect that I am, I oe vo wakes 
And bury'd ia the Web my ſelt have wrought. 
One Argument is ballanc'd by another, 
And Reaſon, Reaſon meets in doubtful Fight, 
And Proofs are countermin d by equal Proofs. 
No more [I'll bzar this Battle ot the Mind, 
This inward Anarchy ; but find my Wife, 
And to her trembling Heart preſenting Death, 
Force all the Secret from her. | 
Zan. O forbear ! 
You totter n the very Brink of Ruin. 
Alon. What doſt rhou mean ? 
Zan. That will diſcover all, 
And kiil my Hopes. What can I think ar do? (Aids. 
Alon, hat doit thou murmur ? 
Zan. Force the Secret trom her? 
What's Perjury to ſuch a Crime as this? 
Will ſhe confeſs it then? O groundleſs Hope! 
But reſt aſſut d,. ſne il make this Accuſation, 
Or falſe or true. your Ruin with the King; 
Such is her Father's Pow'r. 
Alon. No more l care not; 
Rather than Groan beneath this Load, I'll dye. 
Zan, But tor what better will you change this Load F 
Grant you ſhould know it, would not that be worſe 2 
Alon. No, it would cure me of my Mortal Pangs : 
By Hatred and Contempt, I ſhoud deſpiſe ber; 
And all my Love-bred Agonies would vaniſh. 
Zan, Ah! werel ture of that? My Lord. 
Alon. What then? | 


Zan. 
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Zan. You ſhould not hazard Lite to gain the Secret. 
Alon. — Thou know ꝰſt I'm on the 
3 6 
Il not be play d with, ſpeak, if thou haſt ought, 
Or this inſtant fly to Leonora. 
Zan. That is to Death. My Lord, I am not yet 
ite ſo far gone in Guilt to ſuffer it, 
Tho' gone too far, Heav'n knows ——*Tis | am guilty. 
I have took Pains, as you | know obſery'd, {Hb 
To hinder you from diving in the Secret, 
And turn d aſide your Thoughts trom the Detection. 
Alon. Thou doſt confound me. 
Zan. I contound my telt ; 
And frankly own tho' to my Shame I own it, 
Nought but your Lite in Danger could have torn 
The _ out, 2 made me own my Crime. 
Alon. 8 ickly, Zanga, 
Zan. 2 dread Sir: _ 
Firſt I muſt be aſſur d, that if you find 
The tair one guilty, Scorn, as you aſſur d me, 
Shall conquer Love and Rage, and heal your Soul. 
Alon. Oh! 'twill, by Heav'n. 
Zan. Alas1 fear it much, 
And ſcarce can hope ſo far; but I of this 
Exact your ſolemn Oath, that you'll abſtain 
From all Self Violence, and fave my Lord, 
Alon. Itrebly Swear. 
Zan. You'll it like a Man? 


Zan. Such have you been to me, theſe Tears confeſs i 
And pour d forth Miracles of Kindneſs on me: | 
And what Amends is now within my Pow'r, 

But to confeſs, expoſe my ſelf to Juſtice, 
And as a Bleſſing claim my Puniſhment? 
Know then, Don Car | "SIR 

Alon. Oh! 

Zan. You cannot bear it. 

Alon. Goon, Ill have it, tho' it blaſt Mankind; 
IU have it all, and inſtantly. Goon 


(Zan. 
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Zan. Don Carlos did return at dead of Night. 
Enter Leonora. 
Leon. My Lord Alonzo, you are abſent from us, 
And quite undo our Joy. 
Aion. I'll come, my Love: 
Be not our Friends deſerted by us both; 
II tollow yourhis Moment. 
Leon. My good Lord, 
I do obſerve Severity of Thought 
Upon your Brow. Ought hear you from the Moors? 
Alon. No, my Delight. 
Leon. Whatthen employ'd your Mind? (friend me, 
Alon. Thou, Love, and only thou ; ſo Heav'n be- 
As other Thoughts can find no Entrance here. 
W in you, my Lord, whom Nation's 
res 
Sollicit, and a World in Arms obeys, 
To drop one thought on me | 
(He ſhews the ut moſt Impatience. 
Alon. Doft thou then prize it? 
Leon. Do you then ask it? 
Alon. Know then to thy Comfort, 
Thou haſt me all, my throbbing Heart is full 
With ther alone, Pve ht ot nothing elſc ; 
Nor ſhall, 1 trom my Soul believe, till Death, 
My Lite, our Friends expect thee, 
Leon. 1 obey. (Exit. Leon. 
Alon, ls that the Face ot curs'd Hypocriſy ? 
If ſhe is guilty, Stars are made of Darkneſs, 
And Beauty ſhall no more belong to Heavn 
Don Carlos did return at dead of Ni ht. 
Procerd, good Zanga, ſo thy Tale began. 
Zan Don Carlos did return at dead ot Night; 
That Night, by Chance (ill Chance tor me) did I 
Comma d the Watch that guards the Palace Gate, 
He told me he had Letters for the King 
Ditpatch'd from you. 
Alon. The Villain ly d. 
Zan. My Lord, 


I pray torbear——T'an{ported at his Sight, 
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After ſo long a Bondage, and your Friend, 
(Who _ ſuſpect him of an Artifice ?) 
No farther I enquit d, but let him paſs, 
Falſe to my Truſt, atleaſt imprudent in it. 
Our Watch reliev'd, I went into the Garden, 
As is my Cuſtom when the Night s ſerene, — 
And took a Moon-light Walk: When ſoon 1 heard 
A ruſtling in an Arbour that was near me, | 
I faw two Lovers in cach others Arms, 
Embracing and Embrac'd Anon the Man 
Areſe, and falling back fome Paces from her, 
_ Gaz'dardently a while, then ruſh'd at once, 
And throwing all himſelf into her Boſom, 
There ſoftly Bob's * O Night of Extafie! 
«© When ſhall we meet again? Dos Carlos then 
Lead Leonora torth. 
Alon. Oh ! Oh my Heart! (He ſinks into a Chair. 
Zan. ( Aſide.) Groan on, and with the Sound retreſh 
m . 
"Tis thro' bis Heart, his Knees ſmite one another; 
"Tis thro' his Brain, his Eye-Balls rowl in Aoguiſh— 
My Lord, my Lord, why will yourack my Soul? 
Speak to me, let me know that you (till live. | 
Do you not know me, Sir? Pray look upon me; 
You think roo deeply, I'm your own Zanga, 
So lov d, ſo cheriſh'd and ſo faithful to you 
Where ſtart you in ſuch Fury! Nay, my Lord, 
For Heav'n's Sake ſheath your Sword! Whatcan this 
mean 
Fool that I was, to truſt you with the Secret, 
And you unkind to break your Word with me! 
O Paſſion tor a Woman] on the Ground ? 
Where is your boaſted Courage? Where your Scorn, 
And prudent Rage that was to cure your Griet, 
And chace your Love-bred Agonies away ? | 
Riſe, Sir, tor Honour's Sake. Why ſhou'd the Moors, 
Why ſhou'd the vanquilh'd Triumph? 
Alon. Would to Heav'n, | 
That I were lower ſtill ! Oh ſhe was All! | 
My Fame, my Friendſhip, and my Love of Arms, 
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All ſtoop d to her, my Blood was her Poſſeſſion. 
in the ſecret Foldings of my Heart 
She liv'd with Lite, and far the dearer She. 
But and no more ſet Nature in a Blaze, 
Give her a Fit of Jealouſy away 
To think on't is the Torment ot the Damn'd, 
And not to think onꝰt is impoſſible. 
How tair the Cheek that firſt alarm d my Soul! 
How bright the Eye that ſct it on a Flame 
How ſolſt that breaſt, on which | lay d my Peace 
For Years to ſlumber, unawak d by Care! 
How fierce the Tranſport | How ſublime the Bliſs ! 
How ho black the Horror, and Deſpair ! 
Zan, ou ſaid, you'd bear it like a Man. 
Alon. 1 do. 
Am I not moſt diſtracted ? 
Zan. Pray be Calm. 
Alon. As Hurricanes. Be thou aſſur d of that. 
Zan. Is this the wiſe Alonzo ? 
Alon. Villain, no. 
He dy'd in the — he was murder d there; 
I am bis Dæmon tho My Wife !— My Wife! 
Zan Alas! he weeps. 
Alon. Go, dig her Grave. 
Zan. My Lord! 
Alon. But that her Blood's too hot, 1 would carouſe 
It _— my bridal _ 
And I would (Aſide, 
— But I may wo too 14. Pray let me think, 
And reaſon mildly... Wedded and undone 
Before one Night deſcends O haſty Evil! 
What Friend to comfort me in this Extreme! 
Where's Carlos? Why is Carlos abſent from me? 


Does he know what has happen'd? 


Zan. My good Lord 
Alon. G Depch ot Horrors! He — my Boſom Friend. 
Zan, Alas! compole yourſelt, my Lord. 
Alon. To Death. 
Gaze on her with both Eyes ſo — ? 
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| Zan, Moſt excellent ! (Alu. 
| Alon. Hark ! You can keep a Secret, | 
' In yonder Arbaurbound with Jefſamin, 
Who's that? What Villain's that ? unband her 
Murder ! 
Tear them aſunder Murder Ho they grind 
My Heart betvvrixt them. O ergo my Meat 
Vet let it go Embracing and Embrac'd. 
O Peſtilence Who let — a Traytor. 
(Coe to Zanga, i pre u bim. 
Alas! my Head turns round, and y Limbe fail me. 

Zan, My Lord! , 
Alon. O Villain, Villaia moſt accurs'd ! 1 
I thou didſt know it, why didſt let me wed ? 1 

Zan, Hear me, my Lord, your Anger will abate | | 


Tknew it not. I ſaw them in the Garden; $14 2 
But ſaw no more than you might well expect is 
To ſee in Lovers deſtin d foreach other. 410 
By Heav'a 1 1 rc" | 
( Who could ſuſpeR fair Leonard's Vit tue ?) [ 0 


Till After Proots conſpit'd to Hachen it, 
Sad Proofs, which came too late, which broke not out, | 
Eternal Curſes on Alvarez” Haſte) | 1 | 
Till holy Rites had made the Wauton yours. 4h 
And then, I own, I labour d to conceal.it, | 4 
Ia Duty and Compatiion4c your Peace. K\ 
Alon. Liv now, be damad hereafter; for 1 wan 1h 3 
O night of Extaſie . Ws? et to || 
J will enjoy this Murder Let me think —.. ; 
The ſes' mine Bow'r "ris ſecret and remote. : 
Go, wait me thene, and take thy Dagger wich thee. 
EY. Zan. 
How the ſweet Sound Kill fangs within my Ear? 
When ſhall we meet again * To Night, in Hell. 
As he is gomg, Enter Leonora. 
Ha! I'm ſurpriz'd, I Qzpgerat het Charms. 
© Angel-Devil / fh-NT ſtab her now? | 
No, it ſhalt be as I bad firſt determin'd: 
To k M ber now were halt my Vergornce (oft, 
D 
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Then I muſt now diſſemble if I can. 
Leon, My Lord excuſe me, fee a ſecond Time 
I come in Embaſly trom all your Friends, 
W hoſe Joys are languid, uninſpir'd by you. 
Aon. This Moment Leonora, I was coming 
To thee, and all but ſure, or I miſtake, 
Or thou canſt well inſpire my Friends with Joy. 
Leon. Why ſighs my Lord ? 
Alon. | agh'd not, Leonora. 
Leon. 1 — 2 did; your Sighs are mine my Lord, 
t . 


_ 


And [ ſhall feel 


Alon. Doſt flatter — 8 
Leon. It my R s for you are A 
Full tar indeed 1 irerch'd {poor meaty 
In this Days folemn Rite! 
Alon. What Rite! 
Leon. You ſport me. 
Alon. Indeed Ido; my Heart is full of Mirth. 
Leon, And fo is mine I look on Chearfulneſs, 
As on the Health of Virtue, | 
Alon. Virtue! Damn 
Leon. What ſays my Lord! 
Alon. Thou art exceeding Fair. 
Leon. Beauty alone is of — little Worth; 


But when the Soul and Body of a Piece, 


Both ſt ĩne alike, then they obtain a Price, 
And are a fit Reward tor gallant Actions. 
Heav'ns pay on Earth for ſuch great Souls as your's 
If Fair and Innocent I am your Due. 

Alon. Innocent! 

Leon. How! my Lord I interrupt you. 

Alon, No, my belt Life, I muſt not part with thee, 
This Hand is mine, Oh! Whata Hand is here? 
So ſoft, Souls fink into it, and are loſt ! ; 

Leon. In Tears, my Lord? 

Alon. W hat leſs can ſpeak m Jes ? 
I gaze, and I forget my own Exiſtence ; 
Tis alla Viſion, my Head ſwims in Heav'n. 
Wherefore! Oh! Wheretore this Expence of Beauty! 
And wherefore! Oh! | 

Why, 


* 
A 
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_ Nay, my good Lord, | havea Title here. 
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Why, I cou'd gaze upon thy Looks for ever, 
And drink in all my Being from thine Eyes; 
And I could ſnatch a flaming Thunderbolt, 
And burl Deſtruction. | 
Leon. How, my Lord / What mean you ? 
Acquaint me with the Secret ot your Ileart, 
Or caſt me out for ever from your Love. 
Alon. Art thouconcern'd for me? 
Leon. My Lord, you fright me. 
Is this the fondneſs of your Nuptial Hour? 
I am ill us d, my Lord, I muſt not bear it. 
Why when I woo your Hand is it deny d me? 
Your very Eyes, why are they taught to ſhun me? 


[Taking bit Hand. 
And I will have it. Am I not your Wife ? 
Have not I juſt Authority to know . 
That Heart, which I have purchaſed with my own ! | 
Lay it before me then, it is my Due. 
Unkind Alonzo, tho' I might demand it. 
Behold I kneel! See Leonora kneels, 
And deigns to be a Beggar for her own ! 
Tell me the Secret, I conjure you tell me. 
The Bride toregoes the Homage of her Day, 
Alvarez” —_— — the Duſt. 
Speak then, I charge you ſpeak, or I expire, 
And load you with my Death. My Lord— my Lord. 
Alon. rt — * he 
He breaks from her, and ks upon the Floor, 
Zn theſe the Joys which nah — d. 
And is it thus a Wedded Life begins ? 
What did I part with, when I gave my Heart? 
I knew not that all Happineſs went with it. g 
Why did I leave my tender Father's Wing, 
And venture into Love? The Maid that loves, 
Goes out to Sea upon a ſhatter'd Plank, 
And puts her Truſt in Miracles for Safety : 1 
Where ſhall I figh? Where pour out my Complaints? | fl 
He that ſhould hear, ſhould ſuccour, ſhould redreſa, 1 
He is the Source of all. 


D 2 Alon. 
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Alon. Go to thy Chamber, 
J ſoon will follow ; that which now diſturbs thee 
Shall be clear'd up, and thou ſhalt not condema me, 
(Ex. Leon, 
Oh how like Innocence ſhe looks! What, ſtab her, 
And ruſh into her Blood ? Inever can. 
In her Guilt ſhines, and Nature holds my Hand. 
How then? Why thus No more; it is 
determin'd. 


Enter Zanga. 

Zan. I fear his Heart has fail'd him. She muſt dye. 
Can | not rouſe the Snake that's in his Boſom, 

To ſting out humane Nature, and effect it? 

Alon. This vaſt and ſolid Earth, that blazing Sun, 
Thoſe Skies thro* which it rolls muſt all have End, 
What then is Man ? the ſmalleſt part of Nothing. 

' Day buries Day, Month Month, and Year the Year, 
Our Life is but a Chain ot many Deaths ; 
Can then Death ſelt be fear d? Our Lite much rather 
Life is the Deſart, Lite the Solitude, 
Death joins us to the great Majority: 
Tis to be born to Plato's and to Caſar; 
*Tis to be Great for ever. 
Tis Pleaſure, tis Ambition then to dye. 
Zan, I think, my Lord, you talk'd of Death: 
Alon. I did. | 
Zan. | give you Joy, then Leonora's Dead 2? 
Alon. No, Zanga, no, the greateſt Guilt is mine, 
"Tis 22 who might have mark d his Midnight 
| Vilit, | | 
Who might have mark'd his Tameneſs torelign her, 
Who mighe have mark'd her ſudden turn of Love. 
Theſe and a Thouſand Tokens more; and yet, 
For which the Saints abſolve my Soul, did Weds 
Zan, Where does theſe rend? 

Alon. To ſhed a Woman's Blood 

Would ſtain my Sword, and make my Wars inglorigus j 
But juſt Reſentment of my felt, bears init 
A Stamp ot Greatneſs above valgar Minds, 
He who, ſuperior to the Checks of Nature, 


Dares 
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Dares make his Life the Victim of his Reaſon, 
Does in ſome ſort that Rezion deity, 
And take a Flight at Heaven, 
Zan. Alas! My Lord, 
*Tis not your Reaſon but her Beauty finds 
Thoſe Arguments, and throws you on your Sword. 
You cannot cloſe an Eye that is fo bright, 
You cannot ſtrike a Breaſt that is ſo ſoft, 
That has Ten Thouſand Extaſies in ſtore 
For Carlo: No, my Lord, I mean for you. 
Alon. Oh! thro my Heart and Marrow ! Pr'ythee ſpare 


me; 
Nor more upbraid the Weakneſs of thy Lord. 
I own, Itry'd, I quarelFd with my Heart, 
And puſh'd it on, and bid it give her Death; 
But Oh! her Eyes ſtruck firſt, and murder 'd me. 
Zan, I know not what to anſwer to my Lord, 
Men are but Men; we did not make our ſelves. 
Farewel then, my beſt Lord fince you muſt die. 
O that I were to ſhare your Monument, 
And in Eternal Darkneſs cloſe theic Eyes 
Againſt thoſe Scenes which Fam doom d to ſuffer ! 
Alon. W hat doſt thou mean? | 
Zan. And is it then unknown? 
O Grief of Heart to think that you ſhould ask it! 
Sure youdiſtruſt that Ardent Love I bear you, 
Elſe could you doubt when you are laid in Duft, __.. 
But it will cut my poor Heart thro and throf 
To ſee thoſe — {.- your ſacred Tomb, 
Who brought you thither by their lawleſs Loves? 
For there yi revel, andexult to find 
Him ſleep io faſt, who elſe would marr their Joys. 
Alon. DiſtraQtion !———— but Don Carlos, well thau 
know'ſt | | | 
Is ſheath'd in Steel, and bent on other Thoughts. 
Zan. I'll work him to the Murder of his Friend. 


Yes, tillthe Fever of his Blood returns, (He. 


While her laſt Kiſs ſtill glows upon his Check; 
But when he finds £onz0 is no more | 
How will he ruſhlike — to her Arms, 
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There ſigh, there languiſh, there pour out his Soul ! 

But not in Grief — {ad Obſequies to the 

But thou wilt be at Peace, nor ſee, nor hear 

The burning Kiſs, the Sigh of Extaſie, 

Their throbbing Hearts that juſtle one another : 

Thank Heav'n, theſe Torments will be all my own: 
Alon, Til eaſe thee of that Pain. Let Carlos dye, 

O'ertake him on the Road, and ſee it done. 


'Tis my Command, (Gives his Signet. 


Zan, I dare not diſobey. 
Alon. My Zanga, now I have thy Leave to dye. 

Zan, Ah Sir! think, think again. Are all Men buried 
In Carlos Grave? You know not Womankind. 

When once the throbbing of the Heart has broke 
The modeſt Zone with which it firſt wastry'd, 
Each Man ſhe meets wilt be a Carlos to her. 

Alon. That thought has more of Hell than had the 
Another, and another, and another ! (former ; 
And each ſhall caſt a ſmile upon my Tomb! 5 
I am convinc'd; I muſt not. will not dye. 

Zan, You cannot dye; nor can you murder her. 

W hat then remains? In Nature no Third Way, 
But to toryet, and ſo to love again. 

Alon. Oh! 2 

Zan, If you forgive, the World will call you Good; 
If you forget, the World willcall you Wiſe; 

If you receive her to your Grace again, 
The World will call you, very, very kind, 

Alon. Zanga, I underſtand thee well. She dies, 
Tho' my Arm tremblesat the Streke, ſhe dies. 

Zan. That's truly Great. W hat think you 'twas ſet up 
The Greek and Roman Name in ſuch a Euſtre ; 

But doing Right in ſtern Deſpight to Nature, 
Shutting their Ears to all her little Cries, 
When Great, Auguſt, and God-like Juſticecall'd? 
At Aulis one pour d out a Daughter's Life, 

And gain'd more Glory than by all his Wars 
Another lew a Siſter in juſt Rage: 

A Third, the Theme ot all ſucceeding Times, 
Gave to the Cryel Ax à darling Son. 4 


Nay 
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Nay more, for Juſtice ſome devote themſelves, 
As he at Carthage, an Immortal Name! 
Feet there is one Step left above them all, 

Above their Hiſtory, above their Fable, 

A Wife, Bride, Miſtreſs unenjoy d do That, 
And tread upon the Greek and Roman Glory. 


Alon. Tis done again? new Tranſports fire my Brain! IF 
I had forgot it, tis my Bridal N 2 8 4 
Friend, give me Joy, we muſt together, 7 
Sea chat the Feſtival be duly — 1 4% 
And when with Garlands the full Bowl is crown'd | 
And Muſick gives her clevating Sound, 11 
W hen golden Carpets {pread the ſacred Floor, 
Anda Day the blazing Tapers pour, 6 
Thou, Zanga, thou my ſolemn Friends invite, i 
From the dark Realms of everlaſting Night, | 514 4 
Call V e, call the Furies, ca Deſpair, | 38. 
And Death our chiet-invited Gueſt be there; 441 
He with pale Hand ſhall lead the Bride, and ſpread | 
Eternal Curtains, round our Nuptial Bed. 1 
— 10 
4 x 
6. 
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ACT YL. SERWE L 
Enter Alonſo. 


fon. © Pirifut! O Terrible to Sight! (Wounds, 
4 O Poor manglet Shade, all cover'd o'er with 
And ſo diſgun d with f who murther'd Thee? 
Tell thy fad Tale, and Thou ſhalt be reveng d, 
Ha! Cartyr? Horror! Carla:? Ohawa 
Go to thy Groom, or let me fink to mine. 


I cannot bear the Sight. What Sight — Wheream 1? 
There's nothing here if this was Fancy's Wok, 
She draw a Picture ſtrongly -—. t, 

| Enter | 


Zan. Hz! You're pale. 

Alon. ls Carlos murther'd ? 

Zan. Fobey'd your Order. 
Six Ruffians overtrookhim on the Road; 
He fought as he was wont, and four he ſlew, 
Then ſunk beneath an hundred Wounds to Death. 
His laſt Breath bleſt Alonzo, and deiir'd 
His Bones might reſt near Yours. 

Alon. O Zanga! Zanga', 
Put Fil not think; for I muſt act. and thinking 
Would ruin me for Action. O the Medley 
Of Rightand Wrong! the Chaos in my Brain / 
He ſhould, and not dye You ſhould Obey, 
And not Obey.— Itisa Day of Darkneſs, 
Of Contradictions, and of many Deaths. 
Where's Leonora then? Quick, anfwer me; 
I'm deep in Horrors, I'll be deeper ſtill. 
I find thy Artifiee did take Effect; 
And ſhe torgives mae Deportment to her. 

Zan. I told ber from your Childhood you was wont 

On any great Surprize, but chiefly then 
When cauſe of Sorrow bore it Company. 
To have your Paſſion ſhakethe Seat of Reaſon, 
A-momentary Ill, which ſoon blew oer. 


—— —— 
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Then did 1 tell ber of Don Carlos's Death, 

(Wiſely ſuppreſſing by vhat Means be tell) 

And laid the Blame on that. Art firſt ſhe doubted ; 

But ſuch the honeſt Artifice I us'd, 

And ſuch her ardent Wiſh ir ſhou'd be true, 

That ſhe at length was fully ſatisfy d. | 
Alon. 'T was well ſho was. In dur late Interview, 

My Paſſion ſo farthrew me from my Guard; 

Methinks tis ſtrange, that, conſcious of her Guilt, 1 

She ſaw not thro my thin Diſguiſe my Heart. 1 
Zan. But what deſign you, Sir, and how? Uh 
Alon. I'll tell thee. ; 4 

Thus I've ordain'd it. In the Jeſs'min Bow'r, 1 

The Place which ſhe diſhonour'd with her Guilt, 

There will meet her, the Appointment's made; 

And calmly fpread (for I can do it now) | 

The Blacknels of her Crime before her Sight, 

And then with all the cool Solemnity 

Of Publick Juſtice, give her tothe Grave. (Exit. 
* get thee gone! Horror and Night go with 

ce! 


Siſters ot Acheron, go hand in hand, 

So dance around the Bow'r, and cloſe them in; 
And tell them that I ſent you to ſalute them. 
Profane the Ground, and for th' Ambroſial Roſe, 
And Breath of jeſſamin, let Hemlock blacken, 
And deadly Night hade poy ſon all the Air. 

For the ſweer Nightingale may Ravens Croak, 
Toads pant, and Adders ruſtle thro the Leaves; 
| May * winding up the Trees, let tall 
| Their hiſſing 


And mioglc Ki 


s upon them from above, 


lach as I bould give them. (Ext, 


SCENE 
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S CEN E the Bower. 
Leonora Sleeping. Enter Alonſo, 


A'm. Ye Amarinths! Ye Roſes like the Morn! 
Sweet Myrtles; and ye Golden Orange Groves, 
Why do you (mile? Why do you look fo fair? 
Are you not blaſted as I enter in? 
Yes, fee how every Flow'r lets fall its Head ! 
How ſhudders every Leaf without a Wind! 
How every Green is as the Ivy pale * 
Did ever Midnight Ghoſts aſſemble here ? 
Have theſe ſweet Echoes ever learnt to groan ? 
oy giving, Love inſpiring, boly Bower! 
ow, in thy fragrant Boſom thou recęiv ſt 
A Murderer. Oh! I ſhallftain thy Lillies, 
And Horror will uſurp the Scat of Bliſs. 
So Lucifer brake into Paradiſe, 
And yu Damnation follow'd. ' (He advances.) Ha! ſhe 
eeps 
The Day's uncommon Heat has overcome her. 
Then take, my longing Eyes, your laſt full Gaze. 
Oh! What a Sight is here? How dreadful Fair! 
W ho would not think that Being innocent ? 
Where ſhall I ſtrike! Who ſtrikes her, ſtrikes himſelf. 
My cw Lite-Blood will iſſue at her Wound. 
O my diſtrated Heart ! — O Cruel Heav'n! 
To give ſuch Charms as Thoſe, and then call Man, 
Meer Man to be your Executioner. * 
Was it hecauſe it was too hard for you? 
But ice ſhe ſmiles! I never ſhall ſmile more. 
It ſtrongly tempts metoa parting Kiſs. (Going he ſtarts bacł. 
Ha! ſmile again? She dreams of him ſhe loves. 
Curſe on her Charms! Ill Fab her thro' them all. 
( As he is going to ſtrike, ſhe wakes. 
Leon. My Lord, your Stay was long, and youder Lull 
Ot falling Waters tempted me to Reſt, 1 
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Diſpirited with Noon's exceſſive Heat. (Day / 

Alon. Ye Pow'rs! with what an Eye ſhe mends the 
While they were clos'd I ſhould have given the Blow. 

O for a laſt Embrace! And then for 8 
Thus Heay'n and I ſhall both be ſatisty d. 

Leon. What ſays my Lord 

Alon. Why this Alonſo ſays, 

It Lovewereendleſs, Men were Gods: tis that 
Does counter- Balance Travel, Danger, Pain 
"Tis Heay'ns Expedient to make Mortals bear 

The Light, and cheat them of the peaceful Grave. 

Leon. Alas! my Lord, why talk you of the Grave? 
Your Friend is dead; in Friendſhip you ſuſtain n 
A mighty Loſs, repair it with my Love. (lay, 

Alon. Th; Love? Thou piece of Witchcraft! I wou'd 
Thou brighteſt Angel! I could gaze for ever. 
Wherehad'ſt thou This? Enchantrels, tell me, where? 
Which with a Touch works Miracles, boils up 
My Blood to Tumult, and turns round my Brain! 

Ev'n now thou {wim'ſt before me, I ſhall loſe thee, 

No, I will make thee ſure, and claſp thee all. 

Who turn'd this ſlender Waſte with with ſo much Art; 
And ſhut Perfection in fo ſmall a Ring? | | 
Who fpread that pure Expanſe of White above! 

Oa which thedazzled Sight can find no Reſt 3 

But drunk with Beauty, wanders up and down 

For ever, and tor ever finds new Charms! 

But O thoſe Eyes! Thoſe Murderers! O whence! 

W hence didſt thou ſteal their burning Orbs ? trom Heav'n? 
Thou didſt, and tis Religion to adore them. 

Leon. My beſt Alonſo, moderate your Thought: 
Extreams ſtill fright me, tho of Love it ſelf. 

Alon. Extreams indeed! it hurried me away; 

But I come home again — and now for Juſtice —- 
And now for Death it is impoſſible! 
Sure ſuch were made by Heav'a guiltleſs ta Sin, 


Or in their Guilt to laugh at Puniſhment. (Aſide. 
I leave her to juſt Heav n. ( Drops the Dagger, 


Leon. Ha! a Dagger! 
What daſt thou ſay, thou Miniſter of Death? ** 
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What dreadtul Tale doſt tell me? Let me think. 
Enter Zangs. 


Zan. Death to my tow'ring Hopes! 0 fall from high | 


My cloſe leng-labour'd Scheme at once is blaſted. 
That Dagger found will cauſe her to enquire, 
Enquiry will diſcover all my Hopes 
Of Vengeance periſh'd; I my ſelf am loſt 
Curſe on the Coward's Heart! wither his Hand 
Which held rhe Steel in vain! What can be done 
Where can I fix ?— That's ſomething ill. *twill breed 
Fell Rage, and Bitterneſs betwixt their Souls, 
Which may perchance grow up to greater Evil; 
It not, 'tis all I can——t ſhall be ſo 
Leon. © Zanga' lam ſinking in my Fears. 
Alonzodropt this Dagger as he left me, 
And left me ina ſtrange Diſorder too. 
hat can this mean? Angels preſerve his Life! 
Zan. Yours, Madam, yours. 
Leon, What, Zanga, doſt thou ſay ? 
Zan, Carry you goodneſs then to ſuck Extreams, 
So blinded to the Faults of him you love, 
That you perceive not he is jealous? 
Leon. Heav'ns! 
And yet a Thouſand Things recur that ſwear it. 
What Villain could inſpire him with that Thought ? 
It is not of the Growth of his own Nature. | 
Zan. Some Villain, Who, Rell knows; but he is 
Jealous; 
And : tis moſt fit a Heart ſo pure as yours 
Do it ſelf Juſtice, and aſſert its Honour, 
And make him conſcious et his Stab to Virtue. 
Leon, Jealous! it ſickens at my Heart. Unkind, 
Ungenerous, groundleſs, weak, and inſolent! 
Why? Wheretore? On what ſhadow of Occaſion ? 
"Tis Faſcination, tis the Wrath of Heav'n 
For the collected Crimes of all his Race. 
Oh how the Great Man leſſens to my Thought! 
How could fo main a Vice as Jealouſy, 
Unnataral Child of Ignorance and Guilt, 
Which tears and feeds upon its Parent's Heart, 
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Live in a Throng ot ſuch exalted Virtues? 

1 ſcorn, and hate, yet love him, and adore. 

] cannot, will not, dare not, think it true, 

Till trom himſelf 1 knovr it. (Exd. 
Zan. This ſuccteds 

Juſt to my Wiſh, Now ſhe with Violence 

Upbraids him, He, well knowing ſhe is guilty, 

Rages no leſs, if on either ſide 

The Waves run high, there ſtill lives Hope of Ruin, 

Enter Alonſo. 


My Lerd. 

Alon. O Zanga : hold thy Peace, I am no Coward; 
But Heav'n it ſelf did hold my Hand; I telt it, 

By the Well-being ot my Soul, | did. 
I'll think of Vengeance at another Sealon. 
Zan. My Lord, her Guilt. 
Alon. Perdition on thee, Moor, 
For that one Word! Ah! do not touſe that Thought; 
I have o'erwhelm'd it much as poſſible: 
Away then, let us talk of other Things. 
I tell thee, Moor, | love her to Diſtraction. 
If 'tis my Shame, why be it o I love her; 
Nor can I help it, 'tis impos'd upon me 
By ſome ſuperior and refiſtleſs Pow'r. 
I could not hurt her to be Lord of Earth; 
It ſhocks my Nature like a Stroke at Heav n. 
Angels detend her, as if innocent 
But ſee, my Laonora comes Be gone. (Exit Zanga. 
Enter Leonora. 
O ſeen for ever ! — — * 
ou doſt Conquer oer again, 
Inflicting Wougd on W ound. 
Leon. Alas! My Lord, 
What need of chis to me? 

Alon. Ha! doſt thou weep? 

Leon. Have I nocaule? 

Alon. It Loveisthe Concern, | 
Thou haſt no Cauſe; None ever lov'd like me. 
But wherefore this ? Is it to break my Heart, 
Which loſes ſo much Blood fur every Tear ? 
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Leon. Is it ſo tender ? 
Alon. Is it not? O Heaven! 
Doubt of my Love ? Why Iam nothing elſe; 
It quite abſorbs my every other Paſſion. | 
O that this one Embrace would laſt for ever! | 
Leon. Could this Man ever mean to wrong my Vir- 
tue? 
Could this Man e' er deſign upon my Life ? 
Impoſſible! I throw away the Thought. (Aſide. 
Theſe Tears declare how much 1 taſte the Joy 
Of being folded in your Arms and Heart; 
My Univerſe does lie within that ſpace. 
This Dagger bore falſe Witneſs. 
Alon, Ha! My Dagger? 
It rouzes horrid Images. Away, 
Away with it; and let ustalk of Love, 
Plunge our ſelves deep into the ſweet Illuſion, 
And hide us there from every other Thought. 
Leon. It touches you. 
Alon. Let's talk ot Love. 
Leon. Of Death. 
Alon. As thou lov'ſt Happineſs. 
Leon. Of Murder. ä 
Alon. Raſh. 
Raſh Woman, yet forbear. 
Leon. Approve my Wrongs! 
Alon. Then mult I fly for thy ſake and my own: 
Leon. Nay, by my Injuries, you firſt muſt hear me: 
Stab me, then think it much to hear my Groan ? 
Alon. Heav'ns ſtrike me deaf! 
Leon. It well may ſting you home. 
Alon. Alas! Thou quite miſtak'ſt my Cauſe of Pain. 
Yer, yet diſmiſs me; I am all in Flames, 
Loon. Who has moſt Cauſe? You or my ſelt; What Act 
Of my whole Lite encourag' d you to this? 
Or of your own, what Guilt has drawn it on you? 
You find me kind, and think me kind toall: 
The weak, ungenerous Error of your Sex. 
What could inſpire the Thought we oftneſt judge 
Fro u our own Hearts; and is your's then ſo frail, 
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It prompts youto congcive thus ill of me? 
He that can ſtoop to harbour ſuch a Thought, 


63 


Deferves to find it true. (Holding him. 
Alon. O Sex, Sex, Sex! (Turning on her. 


The Language of you all. Iil-fated Woman! 
Why halt thou forc'd me back into the Gulph 
Ot Agonies, I had block d up from Thought? 

I know the Cauſe: thou ſaw ſt me Impotent 

E'er while to hurt thee, therefore thou turn'ſt on me; 

But by the Pangs I ſuffer, to thy Woe. 

For ſince thou baſt replung'd me in my Torture, 

I will be ſatisfy d. x 
Leon. Be ſatisfy'd! 

Alon. Ves thy own Mouth ſhall witneſs it againſt Thee. 

I will be ſatisfy d. 

Leon, Of whav? 
Alon. Of what? 

How dar ſt thou ask that Queſtion? Woman, Woman, 

Weak, and aſſur'd at once; thus tis tor ever. 

W ho told thee that thy Virtue was ſuſpected? 

Who told thee Ideſigu d upon thy Lite? 

You found the Dagger; but that could not ſpeak ; 
Nor did I tell Thee; Who did tell thee then? 
Guilt, conſcious Guilt. 

Leon. This to my Face! O Heav'n! 
Alon. This to thy very Soul. 
Leon. Thou'rt not in Earneſt ? 
Alon. Serious as Death. 
Leon. Then Heav'n bave Mercy on th-e, 

Till now I ſtruggled not to think it true. 

I fought Conviction, and wou d not believe it. 

And doſt thou force me? this ſhall not be born, 

Thou ſhalt repent this Inſult, (Going. 
Alon. Madam, ſtay. 

Your Paſſion's wiſe, tis a Diſguiſe for Gult: 

'Tis my Turn now to fix you herea while; 

You and your Thouſand Arts ſhall not eſcape me. 
Leon. Arts? ; 
Alon. Arts. Confeſs, for Dea h is n my Hand. 
Leon. Bis in your Words. 

Alon. 
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Alon, Confeſs, Confeſs, Conteſs; 
Mr tear my Veins with Paſſion to compel thee. 
I ſcorn to anſwer thee, preſumptuous Man 
= Deny then, and incur a touler Shame, 
Where did | find this Picture? 
Leon. Ha! Don Carlos? 
By my beſt Hopes more welcome than thy own, 
Alon, I know it! but is Vice ſo very rank, 
That thou ſhouldit dare to daſn it in my Face? 
Nature is ſick of thee, abandon d Woman! 
Leon. Repent. 
Alon, Is that for me? 
Leon. Fall, ask m Pardoa. 
Alon, Aſtoniſhm 
Leon. Dar'ſt thou — to think I am diſhoneſt ; 
Alon, I know thee ſo. 
Leon, This Blow then to thy Heart 
(She ſtabs herſelf, he endeavouring to prevent her. 
Alon. Hoa! Zangs Iſabella! Hoa! ſhe bleeds. 
Deſcend ye bleſſed Anglsto aſſiſt her. 
Leon. This is the only Way I would wound Thee: 
Tho' moſt unjuſt, Now think me guilty ſtill, 
Euter l ſabella. 
Alon. Bear her to inſtant Help. The World to Gave 
her! 
Leon Unhappy Man! Well may'ſ thou — trembie; 
But fix thy Terror and 4 mazement right. 
Not on my Blood; but on thy own Diſtraction. 
What haſt thou done ? Whom cenfur'd? 


Leonors. 


When thou hadſt cenſur d, thou would'ſt fave her Lie; 


O Inconſiſtent! Should | live in Sbame: 
Or ſtoop to any other Means bur This, 
To aſſert my Virtue * No: ſhe who diſputes, 
Admits it poſſible ſhe might be guilty. 
While ought but Truth could be my Inducement to it, 
h le it might look like an Excule to thee, 
I ſcorn'd to vindicate my Innocence; 
But now, I ler thy Raſhneſs know, the Wound 
V hich leaſt I teel, is that my Dagger made. 
(Uabclia leads ous Leonora. 
Alon. 
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Alon. Hal Was this Woman guilty ?— and if not 
How my Thought dar kens that way! Grant, Kind Heaven 
That ſhe prove guilty, or give Being End. | 
Is that my Hope then? Sure the facred Duſt | 
Ot her that bore me trembles in its Urn. 

Is it in Man the ſore Diſtreſs to bear, 
W hen hope it ſelt, is blacken d ro Deſpair, 
When all the Bliſs I pant for, is to gain 
In Hell a Refuge from ſeverer Paifl. : (Ex. Alon. 
Enter Zanga. 
Zan. How ſtands the great Account twixt me and 
| Vengeance? 
Tho much is paid, yet ſtill it owes me much, 
And I will not — ſingle Groan 
Ha! That were well but that were Fatal too 
Why be it ſo Revenge ſo truly Great 
Would come too cheap, if bought with leſs than Life, 
Come Death, come Hell then! tis reſolv' d, tis done. 
Enter I Abella. 

%. Ah! Zanga, ſee metremble! has not yet 
Thy cruel Heart its fill? Poor Leon. 

Zan, Welters in Blood, and gaſps for ber laſt Breath, 
What then? We all mult dye. 

Iſab. Alonzo raves. 

And inthe Tempeſt of his Grief, has thrice 
Attempted on his Lite. At length diſarm'd. 
He calls his Friends that ſave him his worſt Foes, 
And importunes the Skies for ſwift Perdition. 
Thus in his Storm of Sorrow. After Pauſe 
He ſtarted up, and call'd aloud for Zan ga, 
For Zangarav'd : and ſee he ſeeks you here, 
To learu that Truth, which moſt he dreads to know. 

Zan, Be gone. Now, now, my Soul, conſummate all | 


( Exu lab, 
Alon. O Zanga! 
Zan. Do not — but ſpeak. 
Alon. I dare not. (Falls on . 


Zan. Vou will drown me with your Tears. 4 
Alon. Have I not Cauſe? 
Zan. As yet you have no Cauſe. 
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Alon Doſt thou too rave ? 
Zan. Your Anguiſh is to come. 
You much have been abus d. 
Alon. Abus d! By whom ? | 
Zan. To know, werelittle Comfort. 
Alon. Oh! 'twere much. 
Zan. Indeed! 3 
Alon, By Heav'n, O give him tomy Fury ! 
Zan. Born for your Ule, I live but to oblige yon. 
Know then, 11 I. 
Alon. Am Tawake? 
Zan. Forever. 
Thy Wite is guiltleſe, that's one Tranſport to me, 
And I. I let Thee know it; that's another. 
I urg'd Don Carlos to refign his Miſtreſs, 
I forg'd the Letter, 1 diſpos d the Piſture; 
I hated, I deſpis'd, and I deſtroy. 
Alon, O! (Swoens} 
Zan. Why this is well, — why this is Blow for Blow. 
Where are you? Crown me, ſhadow me with Laurels, 
Ye Spirits, which delight in juſt Revenge! 
Let x wrope and her palid Sons go weep, | 
Let Africk and her Hundred Thrones rejoyce. 
O my dear Countrymen! Look down, and ſee, 
How I beſtride your proſtrate Conqueror! 
I treail on Haughty Spain, and all her Kings. 
But this is Mercy, thisis my Indulgence, 
Tis Peace, tis Refuge from my Indignation. 
I muſt awake him into Horrors. Hoa! 
Alonſo, Hoa! the Moor is at the Gate: 
Awake, Invincible Omnipoteart ! 
Thou who doſt all ſubdue. 
Alon. Inhuman Slave! 
Zan. Fall'n Chriſtian, thou miſtak'ſt my Character. 


The Moor, a Slave, an abject, beaten Slave, 
(Eterual Woes to him that made me ſo.) | 
Bur look again. Has fix Years cruel Bondage 
Extinguilh'd Majeſty fo tar, that nought 

Shines here, to give an Awe ot oneaboyethee? 3 
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When the Mooriſh King Abdallah fell, 

Fell by thy Hand accurſt, I foughtfaſt by him, 
His Son, tho' thro” his Fondneis in Diſguiſe, 

Leſs to expoſe me to th Ambitious Foe. 

Ha ! does it awake thee? Oer my Father's Coarſe 
I ſtood aſtride, till I had clove thy Creſt, 

And then was made the Captive of a Squadron, 


And ſunk unto thy Servant But Oh! what? 
What were my Wages! Hear nor Heav'n, not Earth 
My Wages were a Blow, by Heav', a Blow, 
And trom a Mortal Hand. 
Alon. O Villain! Villain! 
Zan. All Strite is vain. (Sewing a Dagger, 


Alon. Is thus my Love returt d? 
Is this my Recompence ? Make Friends of Tygers ! 
Lay not your Young, O Mothers, on the Bteaſt, 
For fear they turn to Serpents as they lye, 
And pay you for their Nouriſhment with Death. 
Carlos is dead, and Leonora dying; 
Both innocent, both murder d, both by me. 
That Heav'nly Maid, which ſhould baye liv'd for ever, 
At leaſt have gently ſlept her Soul away; | 
W hoſe Life ſhould have ſhyt upas Evening Flow'rs 
At the departing Sun Was Murder'd! Murder'd! 
O Shame! O Guilt! O Horror! O Remorſe! 
O Puniſhment! Had Satan never fell, 
Hel! had been made for me O Leonora 

Zan. Mult I deſpiſe Thee too as well as hate Thee i 
Complain of Grief? Complain thou art a Man, : 
Priam trom Fortune's lofry Summit fell, 
Great Alexander midſt his Conqueſts mourn'd, 
Heroes and Demi-gods have known their Sorrows, 
Ce/ars have wept, and | have had my Blow : | 
 But'tis reveng d, and now my Work is done. 

Yet, e'er I fall, be it one part ot Vengeance, 
To make ev'n Thee confeis that l am juſt. 
Thou ſeeꝰ ſt a Prince, whoſe Father thou haſt lain, 
Whale Native thou haſt laid in Blood, 
W hoſe Sacred Perſon, Oh, thou haſt prophan d: 
Whoſe Reigu extinguiſh'd 3 Ow weslett tg me 
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The Fleſh will quiver where the Pincers tear, 
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So higbly born! No Kingdom, but Revenge; 

No Treaſure, but thy Tortures, and thy Groans. 
It Men ſhall ask thee who brought thee to thy End, 
Tell them, the Moor, and they will not deſpiſe thee ; 
If cold white Mortals cenſure this great Deed, 
Warn them, they judge not of ſuperior 


Souls made of Fire, and Children of the Sun, 


With whom Revenge is Virtue. Fare thee well 


Now: fully fatisty d | ſhould take Leave; 
But one I hing grieves me, ſince thy Death is near, 
I leave thee my ple how to dye. 


( 4s be is going to ſtab himſelf, Alonzo ruſhes upon him to 


prevent him. In the mean Time, Enter Alvarez attended. 
They diſarm and ſeize Zanga. Alonzo puts the Dagger 
in his Boſom. 


Alon. No, Monſter, dns Gul aceliape Death, 
Oh Father! by 


Alon. O Alonzo. Iſabella, | 
Touch'd with Remorſeto ſee her Miſtreſg's Pangs; 
Told all the Dreadful Tale. 3 

Alon. What Groan was that? 

Zan. As I have been a Vultur to thy Heart, 

So will I be a Raven to thine Ear, 
And true as ever ſnuffd the — Blood, 
As ever flapt its heavy W ing againſt 
The Window ot the Sick, croak d Deſpair. 
Thy W fe is dead. 
(Alvarez goes to che 62 of the Stage, and returns.) 

Av. The dreadful Newsis true. 

Alou. Prepare the Rack, inventnew Torments for him. 

Zan. This too is well. The fix d and noble Mind 
Turns all Occurrence to its own Advantage, 

And I'll make Vengeance ot Calamity, 

ere I not thus reduc'd, thoawould'ſt not nw, 
That thus reduc'd, I dare dety thee (till. 

Torture Thou may'lt ; but thou ſhall ne'er deſpiſe me. 
The B od will tollow where the Kaifeis driven, 


2 


* 
The REVENGE. og 

And Sighs and Cries by Nature grow on Pain. ; 1 
— ign to the Soul; Not mine 15 1 
The Groans that iſſue, or the Tears that ſall; | 
They diſobey me; On the Rack I ſcorn Thee, 
As when my Faulchion clove thy Helm in Battle. 

Av. Peace, Villain! 8 

Zan. While live, Old Man, IIl ſpeak, 
And, well I know Thou darꝰſt not kill me yet ; 
For that would rob thy Bloodhounds of their Prey. 

Alon. Who call'd Alonzo ? 

Alv. No one call'd, my Son. / 

Alon. Again! tts Carios's Voice, and I obey: 
Oh how 1 laugh at all that This can do, 

(Sheuing the er. 
The Wounds that pain d, the Wounds that murder d me 
Were giv'n before; I am already dead, a 
This oaly marks my Body tor the Grave. 
(Stab bimſelf. 


Africk. Thou art rereng d O Lena! 
1 
Zan. Good Ruffians give me Leave; my Blood is 


ours, 

The Wheel's prepar'd, and you ſhall have it all; 
Let me bur look one Moment on the Dead, 
And pay your ſelves with gazing on my _ | 

( He goes to Alonzo's Body, 44 
Is this Alonzo? Where's his haugbty Mein? 1 
Is that the Hand which ſmote me? Heav'n's, how pale! | 
And art thou dead ? So is my Enmity. | 
I war not with the Duſt : the Great, the Proud, | 
The Conqueror of Africk was my Foc. | 
A Lion preys not upon Carcaſles, 
This was thy only Method to ſubdue me. 
Terror and Doubt fall on me, all thy Good 
Now blazes, all thy Guilt is in the Grave, 


And to receive me, Hellblowyall ber Fixes. 
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Alv. Dreadful Effect of Jealoufy! a Rage, 

In which the Wife with Caution will engage: 
Reluctant and tardy to believe, 1.8 

Where ſway d by Nature we our ſelves deceive, 
Where our own Folly joins the Villain's Art, 
And each Man finds a Janga in his Heart. 
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FUR Author ſent me, in an humble Strain, 
To beg you'd bleſs the Off epring of his Bram: 


And 1 your Proxy, promis'd in Name, 
The Child ſbou d live, at leaſt, ſix Days of Fame. 


Tlike the Brat, but ſtill his Faults can find, 

And by the Parent's Leave, will ſpeak my Mind. 
Gallants, pray tell me, do you thin / wa: well, 

1 let a willing Maid lead Apes in Hell? 

Tou, nicer Ladies, ſhow'd you think it Right, 

To eat no Supper on your wedding Night ? 

Shou'd Engliſh Huzbands dare to ſtar ve their Wives, 

Be ſure they'd lead moſt Comfortable Lives 

But he loves Miſchief, and with Groundleſ Fear, 

Won d ſain ſet loving Couples by the Ears; 

Won d ſpoil the tender Husbands of our Nation, 

By teaching them his Vile, Outlandiſh Faſhion - 

But we've been taught in our good-natur'd Clime, 


| That Jealouſy, tho' Fuſt, is ſtill a Crime, 


And will be ftill (for not ro blame the Plos,) 

That ſame Alonzo was a ſtupid Sot; 

To kill a Bride, a * unenjoy d; 

Twere ſame Excuſe, had the poor Man been cloy'd : 
To kill her on Suſpicion, e er be knew 

het her the heinous Crime were falſe or tus. 
The Prieſt ſaid Grace, ſhemet him in the Bower, 

In Hopes ſhe might anticipate an Hour. 

Love was her Errand, but the hot-brain d Spaniard, 
Inſtead of Tove product d 4 filthy Foniard. 
Had he been Wiſe, at this their private Meeting, 

1% Proof ot Pudding had been in the Eating. 
Madam had then bien pleai'd, and Don contented, 
And all this Blood and Murder been prevented. 
Britons, be Wiſe, and from this ſad Example, 

Nt'er break a Bargain, but firſt rake a Sample. 
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EPILOGUE. 
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BOOKS Printed for, and ſold by William 


Sem, Bookteller in Dame s- ſtrect. 


IZLER's Gardener's Dictionary: Containing the 
Methods of cultivating and improving the Kitchen, 
Fruit and Flower Garden. As alſo, the Phyſick Garden, Wil- 
derneſs, Conſcrvatory, and Vineyard, according to the 
Practice of the moſt expericnc'd Gardeners of the preſent 
A Interſpers d with the Hiſtory of the Plants, the 
racters of cach Genus, and the Names of all the par- 
ticular Species, in Latin and Engliſh; and an Explanation 
otallthe Terms uſed in Botany and Gardening. Together 
with Accounts of the Nature and Uſe of Barometers, Her- 
mometers, and Hygrometers proper for Gardeners ; and of 
the Origin, Cauſes, and Nature of Meteors, and the parti- 
cular Influences of Air, Earth, Fire and Water upon Ve- 
Ar according to the beſt Natural Philoſophers, Fol. 

II. 55. | 
Tn dat Kalendar, 8 vo. p. 25. 

Vertot's Revolution of the Roman Republick, 2 Vol. 
8yo. pr. 95. 

The Hiſtory of the Revolution of Perſia: Taken from 
the Memoirs of Father Kruſwski, Procurator of the Jeſuits 
at Iþahan; who lived Twenty Years in that Country, 
was employ'd by the Biſhop of 1/pahan, in his Negotia- 
tions at the Perſian Court, tor the Emperor and King of 
France; and was familiarly converſant with the greateſt 
Men, of all Parties. Done into Engliſh from the Original, 
juſt Publiſh'd with the Royal Licence at Paris, By Father 
Du Cerceau. Towhich is added, A ſhort View of the an- 
cient Hiſtory of Perſia, tothe Time of Uſum Caſſan, not 
inthe London, Edition 8 vo. pr. 45.6d. 

King's State of the Proteſtants of Ireland under the late 
King Fames's Government. In which their Carriage to- 
wards him is juſtified, and the abſolute Neceſſity of their 
endeavouring to be freed from his Government, and of ſub- 
mitting to their preſent Majeſties is demonſtrated. With 
an Appendix of Acts of Parliament, Proclamations, Let- 
ters, and original Papers, gc. 8 vo. pr. $5. 5d. 
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